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CHAPTER I. 

A WIDE river, rolling swift and smooth 
"^^^ through a fine landscape; on the 
right, undulating, richly-wooded heights, 
the advanced guard of a mountain range 
in the background; on the left, green, 
softly-rounded uplands, which in England 
would be called " downs," furrowed at 
intervals by small shallow ravines, and 
sprinkled with dwellings — some of the 
better sort — each with its surrounding of 
trees and cultivation. 
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Away up the river, where it emerged 
from the hills, stood a lofty mass of rock, 
crowned by a gray Schloss, and at its foot 
clustered the houses of a small town, the 
capital of the district. By the riverside, at 
the embouchure of one of the ravines just 
mentioned, the mixed timber and brick 
built cottages of a village were gathered ; 
and beyond, the dry stony road led on 
uphill to a residence of some pretension, 
plentifully shaded by beech and sweet lin- 
den trees, opening on a well-tended gar- 
den, and surrounded by the fields, yards, 
and belongings of a " Gut " or farm. All 
slept tranquilly in the golden haze of 
early autumn's noontide heat. The bees 
hummed as contentedly, the myriads of 
the insect-world flitted and danced as 
merrily, as if no such curse as war dark- 
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ened the earth. River, trees, hills, flowers 
— all fair to see. 

"All, all save the spirit of man, was divine." 

In the little village of Bergfelde, how- 
ever, that spirit was much perturbed. It 
would be more accurate to say the spirit of 
woman was sorely vexed ; for, save young 
boys and aged carles, scarce any men were 
left in the Saxon villages during that un- 
happy summer of 1866, when the little 
kingdom kept faith with Austria so truly, 
fought so gallantly, and bled so freely in 
the fatal fight of Koniggratz. The poor, 
hardworking creatures, too disturbed to 
follow their usual avocations, clustered 
round the ** White Pigeon" Gasthof and 
the trough from which the horses drank, 
talking together, vaguely wondering when 
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the march of the victorious Prussians 
would cease : already two divisions had 
tasted the enforced hospitality of the vil- 
lage, and a fourth infliction was expected. 
True, the Herr Gerichtsamtmann, the great 
man of the neighborhood, who always en- 
tered into their joys and troubles, assured 
them that a certain indemnification would 
be given in repayment; but that ** certain" 
seemed to the Bergfelderins very uncertain 
and distant, whereas the actual Prussian, 
gobbling up, was terribly real and present. 
Above, in the Gerichtsamtmann's pleas- 
ant home, under the shady lindens, care 
and sorrow was also predominant. In 
the cool, parque'd salon, with its highly- 
polished, inlaid, brass-handled commodes, 
Schranks, and writing-tables ; its straight- 
backed chairs, and comfortable Lehn- 
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stuhle ; its wicker stands of flowers, and 
principal table, with a red cover, and the 
invariable snowy, satiny, damask cloth or 
large napkin laid diamond-wise over the 
centre ; and standing before the sofa, on 
which is the seat of honor, an elderly lady 
in black, a white lace handkerchief tied 
loosely over her soft gray hair, was walk- 
ing slowly to and fro before the open 
windows and glass door which led on to 
the veranda and garden. Her face was 
careworn, and a world of anxious thought 
lay in the dark eyes, still so soft and 
bright. She paused by the door for a 
moment, as the sound of young voices 
came from the garden beneath, but her 
busy fingers took no rest from their ha- 
bitual, perhaps soothing, occupation ; and, 
with eyes and thoughts far away, Frau 
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Ghering's deft fingers knitted on. A 
knock at the door of the salon failed to 
rouse her ; a second, more sharply admin- 
istered, drew her attention, and before she 
had well uttered *' Herein," an old man, 
who might be gardener, butler, coachman, 
or a little of all, came, and stood twisting 
his cap about, while he said, with some 
embarrassment, ** A Prussian Hussar wants 
to speak with our master." 

** He has ridden to the town, Hans. 
You must speak with the soldier yourself," 
said the lady with a sigh. *' Do not forget 
to tell him that we can take but few 
horses, as the last party billeted here left 
so many behind to recover. They are 
still here, are they not, Hans ? " 

*' Yes, Frau Amtmann," he replied ; 
'* some of them are still good for little or 
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nothing. It has been a bad business alto- 
gether." 

With a respectful bow he withdrew. 

** Hans," called his mistress ; he re- 
turned, and stood in the doorway. ** Be 
civil to these people, Hans. The war is 
over ; the sooner the breach is healed the 
better : besides " — another sigh — *' we 
gain nothing by irritating them." 

Hans bowed, and again withdrew, mut- 
tering an indignant *' Potztausend ! " 

Frau Ghering stepped into the veranda, 
and, after a glance at the fair scene which 
spread beneath her, called softly, ** Lisa- 
bet ; are you there. Lies ? " 

" Here, mother," replied a young lady, 
who came forward from between the 
branches of a weeping willow, a slight 
but rounded figure in white muslin, with a 
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black waistband and ribbons; a quantity 
of light golden hair was gathered into 
loose coils under her garden-hat, also 
trimmed with black, but adorned with a 
rosette of green and white, the Saxon 
colors. She held a tolerably large basket 
in her hand, which she held up as she 
approached the steps of the veranda. 
" See, dear mother ! I have picked five 
schock pease, so we have enough for a 
regiment." 

She smiled as she spoke, a bright but 
very fleeting smile, gone almost before you 
caught the brightness ; and her face re- 
assumed its habitual expression, thought- 
ful, earnest, pensive, almost sad, with a 
yearning depth in the clear blue eyes. 

** A regiment ! " repeated Frau Gherirg. 
** Part of one will no doubt help to devoi r 
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them. Hans has just told me a Hussar 
has been here to speak to your father — 
the avant courier, I suppose, of the ex- 
pected party." 

" What, more ! " cried Lies, her counte- 
nance clouding over. ** When will the 
end come ? when shall we be relieved from 
these inflictions? It is too hard to be 
obliged to lavish on our enemies care and 
comfort our own dear ones are forbidden 
to share." 

** It must be nearly over now. Lies. 
But tell me, child, is all prepared ? — the 
sleeping-rooms, the — " 

" Yes, mother, all. So soon as the last 
left yesterday, Suschien and I made all 
ready for the new-comers, whom my father 
thought might arrive. You may trust 



me. 
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*'I do — I always do, Liebling. You 
are the best of little Haus-Fraus." 

"The young lady kissed her hand to the 
mother. " I will take these pease to the 
kitchen," she said, " and look once more 
to our good Marie s preparations. We 
must be well provided for such visitors." 

She walked away with a quiet dignity of 
movement which hardly suited her youth- 
ful face and figure. 

An hour later, and the quiet little vil- 
lage was all alive with soldiers and horses, 
the rattle of sabres and jingle of accoutre- 
ments. Before every door groups oi 
weary, dusty men and horses were gath- 
ered, seeking quarters, and presenting 
billets. A party of ten or fifteen, fol- 
lowed by two officers, slowly rode up the 
hill to Villa Bellevue. The officers, dis- 
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tingoiished-looking men in spite of their 
travel-stained aspect, laughed and talked 
cheerily, enlivened by the prospect of rest 
and refreshment, as they admired the 
view, and augured well for their entertain- 
ment from the air of comfort and cultiva- 
tion which they observed. A few yards 
from the gate of the villa the clatter of 
horses' hoofs drew their attention, and 
Herr Fahnrich v. Planitz, the younger, and 
consequently the most curious, turning in 
his saddle, exclaimed, " It is the Rittmeis- 
ter — it is von Steinhausen." Whereupon 
they drew rein till joined by another 
officer, evidently of the same regiment, 
a tall, broad-shouldered man, splendidly 
mounted, although his charger showed 
signs of hard work. 

*' So you re here, von Steinhausen." 
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*' Cleared off your invalids ? " were the 
remarks addressed to him. 

**Yes, it's myself! though I daresay I 
look ghostly enough. I have seen the 
wounded safely housed, sent off a report, 
and been in the saddle since daybreak. 
Come along, comrades ! if this villa is our 
destination, it looks deliciously cool and 
shady. Gott ! what visions of iced 
Rhenish and seltzer seize my brain at the 
sight of it ! Come on." 

So, in a deep rich voice, with a ring of 
command in its tones, spoke von Stein- 
hausen, and pressed his weary horse up 
the hill, and in a few minutes more the 
three ofificers dismounted at the entrance 
to the villa, where Hans, whose whole 
aspect was a silent stolid protest against 
the presence of the foe, stood waiting, by 
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his mistress's orders, to direct the military 
guests to their respective quarters. 

" Ach, Himmel," said von Steinhausen, 
as he swung down from his saddle. " I 
feel as if I could sleep all round the clock. 
rU just take a mouthful, and then to bed. 
You must present yourselves to the 
* Gnadige Frau * (if there is one) without 
me. Make my excuses ; say I prefer 
sleep to dinner ; but at the * Abend Brod ' 
I hope to make my bow. Adieu ! Come, 
old sulky, show me to my room," and fol- 
lowing Hans, he disappeared into the 
interior, his comrades calling after him, 
'* Schlafen Sie wohl." 

The room into which the reluctant Hans 
ushered Herr Rittmeister von Steinhausen 
was well calculated to invite repose. Its 
windows looked upon the Hof or court- 
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yard, at the other side of which were the 
stables and farm-offices. They were shel- 
tered by the villa itself from the morning 
sun, and further shaded by a large walnut- 
tree, under which a spring bubbled up, 
and filled a large rough stone basin ; its 
overflow, escaping in a tiny rivulet, stole 
away to supply a pond in the outer 
farm-yard, where a goodly number of ducks 
and geese, with its help, grew and multi- 
plied. The room itself, simply furnished, 
but exquisitely clean ; the snowy bed-linen 
all perfumed with the sweet lavender 
which had lain amongst them. Von Stein- 
hausen glanced approvingly at the easy 
chair, the writing materials on a conven- 
ient table, and opposite the bed a water- 
color sketch of a young man in uniform — 
an open, kindly face. While he looked, 
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his soldier-servant entered, with a tray on 
which was spread tempting luncheon, and 
a foaming beaker of delicious beer. 

" Gott sei dank," said the Rittmeister, 
as, throwing himself into the easy chair, 
he seized the beer-glass, while he held out 
one foot that his servant might remove his 
boot. 

" Good quarters, Karl ! " he continued, 
setting down the half-drained glass. 

** Not bad, Herr Rittmeister ; plenty of 
every thing, but folks a trifle sulky. How- 
ever, I have scarce been here an hour." 

** Hence, Karl ! Do not let any one 
come near me ; but at five rouse me, if I 
have not already roused you." 

** Good, Herr Rittmeister," and soon the 
weary soldier was wrapped in profound 
slumber, while the junior officers — von 
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Planitz and First Lieutenant Burchardt — 
after an elaborate toilet, proceeded to pay 
the visit of respectful ceremony to the 
lady of the house which Prussian officers 
rarely omitted, albeit conquerors received 
on compulsion. 

When von Steinhausen awoke, the sun 
had accomplished the circuit of the villa, 
and was glinting its yellow evening rays 
through the quivering spaces of the leaves, 
and touching the water in the basin with 
gold. A few minutes of delicious con- 
scious repose, of dreamy uncertainty as to 
where he was and how he came there, and 
Karl entered with automatic punctualit}^ to 
rouse his master, and lay out his dressing 
things. So the Rittmeister, recalled to 
the realities of existence, rose to dress 
himself and write some letters, before 
joining the supper-table. 
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The realities of existence had not been 
all rose-color to Steinhausen ; but that 
was his own fault. Well born, and well 

m 

endowed by nature, few men had had a 
better start ; but a dash of fierce eager- 
ness in his pursuit of whatever pleasure 
or whim attracted him had led him into 
trouble in various ways, and made him 
some enemies, and want of wholesome 
checks in early youth had permitted a 
crust of pride and selfishness to form over 
the better and warmer nature which lay 
beneath. Some years before the breaking 
out of the war, von Steinhausen had 
found himself on the brink of ruin ; gam- 
bling and other debts pressed madden- 
ingly upon him. A proposed marriage 
with a beautiful and wealthy widow was 
broken off; when suddenly a distant rela- 
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tive — who resided too far from Berlin to 
be well informed as to his kinsman's 
doings — died, leaving the whole of his 
large property to the drowning lieutenant. 
From that day von Steinhausen was a dif- 
ferent man — harder, steadier in a sense, 
and certainly a better member of society. 
The fair widow made some graceful 
advances, which von Steinhausen had 
politely but positively ignored, and now he 
had won for himself a high reputation, not 
merely for courage, but soldierly ability. 

His toilet finished, his rich Red Hus- 
sar uniform, thickly laced with gold, ac- 
curately adjusted, he sat down to write 
his letters before leaving the room. A tall 
figure, every inch a soldier's, with deep 
dark eyes gleaming under black brows, 
and crisp, dark-brown hair clustering 
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round somewhat rugged temples ; a face 
sunburnt to almost Eastern swarthiness, 
and lined here and there as a man of his 
age ought not yet to be ; his mouth was 
hidden by a heavy dark mustache, through 
which white teeth gleamed when he 
laughed, as he often did, not without a 
touch of scorn, and without any accompa- 
nying softness in the eyes. 

It was the hour of universal repose in 
Germany ; the confused murmur of sound 
which he had heard when he first awoke 
had gradually died away, and profound 
stillness made itself felt. After his third 
letter Steinhausen laid down his pen, and 
leaned back in his chair to enjoy the deli- 
cious silence. Presently a sound stole 
upon the stillness like a gentle ripple over 
the face of a sleeping lake. Max von 
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Steinhausen listened, and then tapped his 
boot in time to the well-known German 
air, 

" When I come, when I come, 
When I come back again," 

very softly and sweetly sung — so softly 
that but for the extreme quiet of the after- 
noon hour it would not have reached 
Steinhausen's ear. In another minute the 
song ceased, a voice murmured some 
words the listener could not catch, and 
then the song was resumed, with a pecul- 
iar tenderness in the strain. Steinhausen 
rose, cautiously holding his sabre to avoid 
making any noise, and approached the 
window, which was open, in order to peep 
through the jalousies unseen. 

" That is no Dienstmadchen's song," 
he thought. " It is a trained, refined 
voice, and expressive too." 
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Looking carefully through the blind he 
discovered the singer. The room occu- 
pied by Steinhausen was near an angle of 
the square formed by the house and 
offices on three sides, the gateway and 
low walls right and left of it making the 
fourth. The chief entrance was beneath 
the apartments assigned to the Prussian 
officers ; but to the right of Steinhausen's 
window, in the side of the house opposite 
the gateway, was a smaller door — or, 
rather, a French window — to which two 
or three stone steps led from the yard. It 
was open, and on the stone steps before it 
stood the songstress — a slight figure in 
white, with a black sash and ribbons, her 
abundant fair hair parted and drawn back 
from the face into rich coils, and the face 
itself, oval and broad-browed, slightly 
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raised, with a dreamy look, towards the 
window where the unseen watcher had 
taken up his post of observation. Her 
right arm rested on the rail which defended 
the steps, and the hand held an open 
letter, while the left, dropped to her side, 
clasped a small key-basket. 

It was long since Steinhausen had 
looked upon so charming a figure. An 
indefinable, soft, womanly grace pervaded 
every line and marked every gesture, 
while the lace undersleeve, falling back, 
showed a wrist and arm wonderfully round 
and fair. As he looked the song ceased 
again, for several pigeons came fluttering 
down, some to strut and bow at her feet — 
some, more audacious, perching them- 
selves on the rail at her elbow. She put 
the letter, with a sort of tender care, inside 
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the folds of her dress (on the left side, 
Steinhausen noticed), and, searching in 
her basket, produced some grain or seeds, 
which she threw to the pigeons, speaking 
softly to them, the murmur of her voice 
reaching Steinhausen where he stood, 
fascinated in an unaccountable degree. 

There was nothing about the quiet fig- 
ure which deserved to be called '' beauti- 
ful." He had seen dozens of women far 
lovelier and more distinguished. But why 
attempt to describe the indescribable? 
Steinhausen, scoffer and sceptic as he 
was, was suddenly and completely capti- 
vated. He would have scorned to admit 
it even to himself in so many words, yet 
he was conscious of a wild, intense wish 
to talk with this fair girl face to face, to 
ask her history, to attract to himself the 
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delicate tenderness which she lavished on 
the mute creatures round her (one had 
just taken a seed from her lips). It was 
no whimsical, intermittent kindness, that 
had thus familiarized them with her 
presence ! Leaning his arm against the 
side of the window-frame above his head, 
Steinhausen gazed through the down- 
slanting jalousies to his heart's content 
unseen and safe. 

But the villa was rousing itself from 
its afternoon repose. Sounds of voices 
and the occasional clatter of pots and 
pans from a large apartment to the right 
of the steps where the lady in white stood, 
broke the stillness. Several hens and 
chickens which. had been lazily luxuriating 
in beds of sand and gravel under the 
shade of the walnut tree, now crept out 
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and came clucking and chirping towards 
the general benefactress to share whatever 
was going. The tramp of heavy boots 
sounded from the stables, and a trooper 
with a couple of buckets came across the 
yard and proceeded to fill them from the 
stone trough; having done so, he ad- 
vanced a step, and stood gazing very 
unconcernedly at the object of Stein- 
hausen's admiration. " It is that insolent 
brute, Martin," he muttered, with infinite 
disgust. "These fellows must not give 
themselves the airs of conquerors here ! " 
and he frowned portentously as a pleased 
grin spread itself over the soldier's broad 
red face. A large Newfoundland dog at 
that moment came bounding from the 
farm-yard, and proceedevd to bestow his 
boisterous caresses on the central object, 
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upsetting her basket and scattering the 
keys about. " Down, Nero, down ! thou 
hast forgotten all thy master s teaching," 
cried the young lady, loud enough to be 
distinctly heard; at the same time the 
trooper came quickly forward, and, with 
amazing politeness, assisted in collecting 
the keys, restoring them to the basket 
with an " Erlauben Sie mir, gnadige 
Frau ! " She bent her head in acknowl- 
edgment, while a slow grave smile parted 
her lips. 

** Gnadige Frau?" repeated Steinhau- 
sen. ** Impossible." But his watch was 
over; a bright, dark-eyed little girl of 
thirteen or fourteen, her fair hair in long 
plaits, tied also with black ribbon, came 
quickly through the glass door, with a 
large garden-hat in one hand, which she 
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held out to the fair " keeper of the keys," 
speaking at the same time with some 
eagerness. The lady whom Steinhausen 
had so sedulously watched immediately 
put on the hat, and, gathering up her 
long muslin dress, fastened it in the silver 
clasp hung round the waist for that pur- 
pose. Followed by the young girl, she 
descended the steps, and, walking quickly 
through the yard, was soon beyond Stein- 
hausen's ken. The scene had occupied 
fewer minutes than I have pages in de- 
scribing it. Steinhausen strode quickly 
across his room and opened the door ; it 
led into that occupied by von Planitz and 
Burchardt, which was vacant ; but beyond, 
a sound of brushing and hissing showed 
that the soldier-valet was mindful of his 
duties. 



/ 
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" Karl," cried Steinhausen. 

**Herr Rittmeister ? " A gaunt, tall 
figure in a fatigue jacket quickly presented 
itself. 

•' Send that Martin here." 

" Ja wohl, Herr Rittmeister." 

In a few minutes a heavy thump on the 
door was followed by the entrance of a 
trooper. 

** Martin, how go the horses? There 
are four unfit for service left behind by the 
last party, I am told." 

**Ja, Herr Rittmeister! two are still 
very bad, the feet inflamed ; one will be 
scarce fit for much again." 

After a few more questions on regi- 
mental matters, Steinhausen, throwing 
himself back in his chair, said sternly, 
'* Look here ! I will have no insolent airs 
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played off. The people of this place are 
civil and hospitable, and there is no need 
to make them more unfriendly than they 
are." 

The man gazed, open-mouthed, too as- 
tonished to reply. "There, thick-head," 
exclaimed the Rittmeister, " have you 
spoken so much Bohemian jargon that you 
cannot understand honest German when 
you hear it ? " 

" Donner-wetter ! I do not understand 
what Herr Rittmeister means ! Who has 
complained of me? Gott! I have been 
an angel of politeness and good-nature 
since I came in here ; and — " 

" Silence," cried his officer. ** I saw 
you just now stand there, like an audacious 
scoundrel as you are, and stare and grin at 
the gnadige Fraulein when she was feed- 
ing the pigeons." 
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"Ach, Gott," said the man, the objec- 
tionable grin stealing back over his large 
strong features. "That was no matter! 
the gnadige Frau is very friendly with me. 
She didn't mind! You see, Herr Ritt- 
meister, I was with the rear-guard ; we did 
not get up here till past noon ; it was hot 
— hot as the devil ; and instead of turning 
into this heavenly place, it was my ill luck 
to have to go on higher up to a poor hovel 
of a Hausler; but the road behind there 
brought me past a window, and I saw 
through into a kitchen, where they were 
baking and cooking, and chopping and 
grating, and the Gnadige stood in the 
midst and ordered every thing like a real 
Oberst." 

" Cut it short, Martin," interposed Stein- 
hausen. 
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"Ja wohl, Herr Rittmeister. Well, I 
was nearly dead with thirst, so I looked in 
and asked for a glass of water ; with that 
the gnadige Frau turned her sweet eyes 
on me, so grave and still, and says she, 
* Poor man, he looks hot and weary ; en- 
emy or no, give him some beer for the 
sake of our own dear ones far away, and 
suffering too/ So she handed me a big 
glass, so high," holding his hand over the 
table. "Ach! it was heavenly; cold — 
dew was all over the sides, and foaming, 
and — " His powers of description ex- 
hausted, he smacked his lips and stood 
silent. 

** So, in return for the young lady's 
goodness, you come back to stare rudely 
— for you had no business here, if your 
quarters are elsewhere." 
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** But, Herr Rittmeister, there is an in- 
different supply of water up yonder, and I 
thought I would draw a couple of buckets, 
so the gnadige Frau — " 

** Dumm Kopf ! why call a girl so ? " 

** Nein, Herr Rittmeister ! she is the 
lady of the house ; they all obey, and call 
her Gnadige and gnadige Frau. I think 
her man is either dead or away with the 
army, and the Herr papa and Frau mamma 
either stay with her or give all -into her 
keeping. But if Herr Rittmeister had but 
seen the face of the cook, a cranky Frau- 
cnzlmmer — " 

** Silence, Martin, no more gossip ; right 
about, march." The man saluted, and 
walked stiffly away. 

** Karl," called Steinhausen, after a few 
minutes' pause. 
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^* Here, Herr Rittmeister," and Karl 
flattened himself against the door by 
which he had entered. 

" Is supper ready ? " continued Stein- 
hausen, putting up his writing things, and 
locking a small despatch-box. 

" They are now setting it forth," replied 
Karl, with a faint sigh at the recollection. 

" Good ! I will present myself at table : 
rest has restored my appetite. Made 
friendship with the cook already ? " 

" Not yet, Herr Rittmeister." 

^* Fire away then ! I want particulars 
about the family." 

" The Herr is Gerichtsamtmann of the 
district, and — " interrupted the imprudent 
Karl. 

** Hold thy foolish tongue ! " cried his 
master; "know that. Find out for me 
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who this is," pointing to the portrait above 
described. "Who — who the lady of the 
house is — the young lady — or — in short, 
for once in thy life be intelligent and carry 
out the spirit of thy orders ! " 

So saying, Steinhausen left the room, 
and clattered downstairs, his sabre clank- 
ing behind him. 

** Ach, Himmel ! " said Karl, gazing after 
him, perplexed, and drawing the blacking- 
brush he had brought with him, when he 
ran at his master's call, across his nose. 
" How can one get particulars without 
asking questions ? and what is the use of 
questions when none will answer ? " 
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CHAPTER II. 

•" I ^HE house seemed empty. Wlien 
-*- von Steinhausen reached the par^ 
terre which was occupied by the reception- 
*-ooms, not a creature was to be seen. 
However, nothing daunted, he opened a 
door ; it was evidently that of ** Herr 
papa's study," or business-room, and con- 
tained a large writing-table, heaps of 
papers, book-shelves laden with sombre, 
solid-looking volumes, a lamp with a green 
shade, &c. Steinhausen, turning sharply 
away and shutting the door, was met face 
to face by a neat little " Stubenmadchen," 
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with the pretty, characteristic apron, the 
*• Llitzchcn," or bib part, fastened to the 
bosom with ornamental pins, a coquettish 
muslin and lace cap partly concealing her 
Ihixcn hair. 

** Ach ! Bitte ! die Herrschaft (honora- 
ble company) are all out in the garden, or 
the fields," she said, with the true Saxon 
sing-song. ** If the * Gnadiger Herr ' will 
take a seat in the salon they will soon 
return, or by here" — throwing open the 
door and pointing to that leading to the 
veranda — ** he can into the garden and 
allecs descend." 

Steinhausen, with a quick " Danke sehr," 
entered, and, as the door closed behind 
him, stood a moment irresolute in the 
middle of the cool, fragrant room, which 
had something gracefully homelike in its 
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simplicity. But Steinhausen's irresolute 
moments were usually of short duration. 
The coast being clear, he said to himself, 
" It is permissible in an enemy's country 
to reconnoitre," and glancing round he 
very deliberately proceeded to examine the 
books, a number of which were piled on 
an oval table pushed into a corner under 
a bracket which supported a bust. Among 
the volumes were some French memoirs, 
several English novels and books of travel, 
German poetry, &c. ; some English news- 
papers, too, lay about. Steinhausen, not 
being familiar with the language, turned 
from them with a slightly contemptuous 
expression of surprise in his upraised 
brows. Near the sofa stood another table, 
with a beautiful Meissen china dish, full 
of sweet flowers, and round it lay four or 
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five photograph albums of various sizes. 
*' Ha! " said Steinhausen, almost aloud, as 
he caught sight of them. *' Here, no 
doubt, lies a clew to the family history," 
and drawing a chair to the table, he began 
his inspection. No. i, a large book, was 
full of landscapes and street views, all 
adorned by prettily designed borders or 
frames neatly drawn. No. 2 was a very 
varied collection of portraits, principally of 
young girls and children, many with sig- 
natures — foreign names predominating ; 
there was also a fair sprinkling of men, 
old and young, with and without uniform. 
'* Now I have it," he thought, as he 
opened No. 3, and in the first page recog- 
nized the strong resemblance between a 
bright-looking elderly gentleman and the 
bust on the bracket. ** This is the family 
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book." He was quite absorbed. Soon he 
found out the little girl he had seen speak- 
ing with the object of his curiosity. And 
then the Fraulein, or Frau, herself, in 
deepest black, with the saddest expres- 
sion ; but that graceful turn of the neck 
and shoulder ! he would know it among a 
thousand ! Further on was another por- 
trait of her, different yet not younger 
looking, less depth, less intellect in the 
face; the longer he looked the more he 
perceived the change which had taken 
place since this picture had been taken, or 
perhaps it was a bad photograph. But 
who is this on the opposite page, smiling at 
her with all his might ? The same officer 
whose likeness hung in his (Steinhausen*s) 
room, only older and less simple-looking. 
" Pooh ! quite a common style of fellow." 
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To which opinion the Rittmeister was 
guided by a strong feeling of unaccount- 
able dislike rather than sound judgment. 
Another officer was also to be frequently- 
seen at all stages, from a cadet to first 
lieutenant. His resemblance to the young 
ladies was sufficiently marked to suggest 
his brotherhood. 

** I wonder is she Maid, Wife, or 
Widow ? " exclaimed Steinhausen, clasp- 
ing the book with an impatient snap. 
'' Bah ! What is it to me ? " He rose, 
and saw by a clock on the console at the 
end of the room that he had been occu- 
pied with the photographs for nearly three- 
quarters of an hour, and so completely, 
that he had not heard a very light footfall, 
or perceived a small figure that had stolen 
through the veranda to peep at the Prus- 
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sian, just as he had closed the book with 
the foregoing exclamation. 

" This is slow work," he thought. " I 
will see what is to be found in the garden." 
Whereupon he descended the steps and 
walked away down the first allee which 
presented itself. 

Meantime the quiet of the entrance- 
court was broken by the unwonted appear- 
ance of an open carriage, driven by an 
evidently hired driver, and drawn by two 
weary drooping horses, the whole, as well 
as the two ladies who sat therein, covered 
with dust. 

As they stopped at the open door, Hans 
came forth to answer their eager demand 
for ** Herr Gerichtsamtmann." 

" Gone out ! " screamed the elder lady. 
"Why, I was told at the Gerichtsamt in 
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Pirna that he must be at the villa, as he 
had not been in town to-day, and wearied 
as we are by a long railway journey, we 
hired a carriage and came on. I really 
must see Herr Gerichtsamtmann." 

Hans was not a little overwhelmed by 
this attack ; he was willing to do the im- 
possible at the command of so great a 
lady, but with the best of wills he could 
not evoke the Gerichtsamtmann from 
space. So, as the next best thing, he 
humbly suggested an interview with the 
Frau Amtsmann. 

This amende was not graciously accepted, 
and the ladies alighting, permitted Hans 
to usher them into the Herr Amtmann's 
Arbeitzimmer, or study, while he sought 
his mistress, and announced that Frau 
Baronin and Fraulein von Wuthenau 
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wished to speak with her. Frau Ghering, 
by no means overpowered by these speci- 
mens of nobility, although they declared 
themselves Prussian to boot, explained 
that she expected her husband's return 
every moment, and begged they would 
repose themselves till he came, offering 
them a Dresden morning paper, and 
clearing a crowd of books and documents 
from a very comfortable easy chair, that 
the Frau Baronin might rest after her 
long drive. 

Meantime the sound of voices, which 
he recognized as his brother officers', led 
Steinhausen from one part of the garden 
to the other, and at last he came up with 
them just as they were called in to supper 
by the smart little maiden who had shown 
him into the salon. 
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"So you are awake once more, Herr 
Rittmeister," said Lieutenant Burchardt. 

"Oh! Mein lieber Steinhausen, this is 
a perfect paradise after our Bohemian 
quarters," cried the boyish Planitz, " with 
a Peri to do the honors." 

" How ? " said Steinhausen, shortly. 

" The eldest daughter is a most charm- 
ing creature — a little stiff and too coldly 
polite," said Burchardt. 

" Dignified, you mean," corrected the 
Fahnrich. 

** Well, deucedly uncommunicative," 
continued Burchardt. " At all events, the 
Frau mamma seems too cast down to take 
part in any thing, so after coffee the Frau- 
lein asked us if we should not like to 
walk round the garden, conducted us to 
the first allce, and, with a polite excuse, 
left us." 
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" We have read all the papers we could 
find, gone round to the stables, made 
friends with a bright little * Bachfischchen * 
(school-girl), and now are at the end of 
our resources. So come along to supper." 

" Fraulein ! " repeated Steinhausen. ** Is 
this prominent personage, then, unmar- 
ried ? " 

" I suppose so," said the lieutenant, 
shrugging his shoulders, ** though she is a 
little too grave and self-possessed for a 
young maiden. No matter — to supper, 
comrades — to supper." 

The three officers ascended the steps, 
and passing through the saloft to the 
dining-room, the doors of which were 
open, made their bows to the lady of the 
house, to whom Burchardt presented von 
Steinhausen. 
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With a brief apology for his non-appear- 
ance at dinner the Rittmeister looked 
round as if to find his place, but in vain ; 
only Frau Ghering and the little girl he 
had seen in the courtyard were present. 
** Here, Herr Rittmeister," cried the latter, 
with an air of much importance, '* please 
sit here between Lies and papa." 

'* My husband was unfortunately called 
away to some distance this morning," ob- 
served Frau Ghering, " but we expect him 
for supper." 

The Rittmeister bowed, and took his 
appointed seat with alacrity. In another 
moment the object of his thoughts would 
be beside him, and a dozen opportunities 
must occur, before the evening meal was 
over, for satisfying his curiosity. 

The same homelike charm which per- 
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vaded the house and household was per- 
ceptible in the salle a manger. Its pale 
gray walls, relieved by the warm red drape- 
ry of the curtains — the table, tempting 
from the fineness and whiteness of the 
Lausltz damask table-linen — the bright- 
ness of the silver, the delicate forms of 
the Meissen china, and the group of field- 
flowers> which shed a simple beauty over 
all, struck the Prussians as elegant beyond 
what could have been expected in the 
neighborhood of an obscure Saxon country 
town. 

As Steinhausen took in these details 
while unfolding his napkin, the door lead- 
ing to the corridor was opened by Lies, 
who ushered in two ladies in fashionable 
travelling dresses, saying as she did so, 
" My mother, these ladies have waited so 
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long, that I have persuaded them to join 
us at supper." 

Frau Ghering rose, and proceeded to 
go through the introductions inevitable in 
Germany on such an occasion. No sooner 
was the name of von Steinhausen pro- 
nounced than the elder of the two ladies, 
with much animation, exclaimed, ** I have 
surely had the honor of meeting Herr 
Rittmeister last winter in Berlin, at the 

Grafin von C 's ? " 

. ** No doubt I have had that honor," 
returned Steinhausen, carelessly, as he 
watched the movements of Lies. 

" Pray sit here," said that young lady, 
with distracting politeness, drawing back 
the chair destined for herself; and the 
lean and angular Baronin, " with nods and 
becks, and wreathed smiles," took posses* 
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sion of it, while Lies, dropping a slight 
courtesy at her mother's passing introduc- 
tion, "My daughter, Herr Rittmeister," 
led the younger guest to a seat opposite, 
next to Lieutenant Burchardt. 

" Lies," said Frau Ghering, "thou hadst 
better take the father's seat until he 
comes." 

" Yes, dear mother ; " and she placed 
herself accordingly, with a glance of sup- 
pressed mirth and covert meaning to her 
younger sister which indicated more of 
mundane feeling than her calm, nunlike 
bearing would have suggested. But Stein- 
hausen missed this momentary revelation. 
He was helping himself, in deepest wrath, 
to some excelleat roast hare, and giving 
the shortest possible answers to the Frau 
Baronin's fashionable reminiscences. 
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At the opposite side, Fraulein von 
Wuthenau sat between Burchardt and 
von Planitz, whose neighbor, the little 
Bachfischchen Clara — or, more generally, 
" Clarchen " — found it hard to oppose a 
cold reserve, becoming the ** conquered 
but unsubdued," to the frank, merry talk 
of her companion, himself a mere boy. 

Burchardt meantime made himself ex- 
ceedingly ridiculous (Steinhausen thought) 
by his almost troublesome attentions to, 
and persistent attempts to converse with, 
the fair Fraulein or Frau at the foot of the 
table. (Steinhausen observed she wore a 
wedding or engagement ring.) Burchardt 
was a genial, jovial soul, much given to 
beer and tobacco, and not without some 
sense of humor. His devotion to one 
neighbor and negligence of the other 
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Struck the Baronin also as offensively i 
foolish. And the Rittmeister too! She 
had heard he was a hard, selfish creature, 
but scarcely expected to find him so bear- 
ish. 

"The gnadige Frau is a great stu- 
dent," said Burchardt, setting down his 
beer-glass after a deep draught, and again 
turning to the daughter of the house. He 
had called her Fraulein first, and Stein- 
hausen listened sharply for her reply, but 
when it came she took no notice of the 
change of epithet. " I see books in all 
languages yonder on your table." 

'*A country life would be dull without 
some such pursuit," she replied. 

"Doubtless," put in the Baronin, con- 
temptuously. " Without the advantage of 
occasional residence in a capital like Ber- 
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lin, and contact with well-bred society, the 
faculties are apt to rust." 

** We command the highest class of 
society here," said the young lady, tran- 
quilly. 

'* Indeed ! Pardon me, if I ask where is 
it to be found ? I could see no great resi- 
dences as I drove here to-day : of whom 
may this high-class society consist ? " 

'* Gentlemen named Goethe, Schiller, 
and Macaulay ; ladies known as Burow, 
Madame de Stael, and Madame George 
Eliot." 

'* Dear young lady ! your answer, ex- 
cuse me, betrays the rustic ! " remarked 
the Baronin, with infinite conceit. 

**Very likely," returned Lies, indiffer- 
ently, but with a smile and glance so 
sweetly arch that for a moment she 
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looked quite beautiful : moreover, both 
were directed to Steinhausen — of whom 
she had hitherto taken not the slightest 
notice — with an irresistible consciousness 
that he was on her side. The effect on 
the Rittmeister was electric : his eyes met 
hers with a bold admiration almost start- 
ling, and certainly not agreeable to its 
object. 

" If being a rustic insures good taste," 
he said, " I should be inclined to beat my 
sword into a ploughshare." 

" Bah ! mein lieber Camerad ! Where 
is your perception," cried Burchardt, " to 
accept the Fraulein's description of her- 
self as a rustic ! One can well see she 
has known a wider world than Bergfelde." 

**Oh! yes," broke in Clarchen. "My 
sister has been in Dresden, and so have I ; 
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but she has been in Vienna, too, and also 
to England." 

" I trust then," said von Planitz, gallant- 
ly, *' that the gnadiges Fraulein will come 
for a season to Berlin. The court festivi- 
ties are, oh ! the most beautiful, the gay- 
est! Just before the war Her Majesty 
gave a superb fancy ball. I was one of 
the pages of honor, and held her train: 
mine was a mediaeval costume — blue vel- 
vet slashed with white satin and laced 
with silver; my mother lent me her dia- 
mond aigrette for — " 

"She should have added her apron," 
growled the Rittmeister. 

Von Planitz blushed vividly for a warrior 
and a conqueror, and Clarchen came gen- 
erously to the rescue. 

**I dare say you would have been very 
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glad to have an aigrette yourself, Herr 
Rittmeister, had you been asked to the 
ball," she said, saucily. 

** Clarchen,' said the warning voice of 
the elder sister ; von Steinhausen laughed 
good-humoredly. 

" Well, now we are all united," resumed 
the young Fahnrich, " I do hope the Frau- 
lein will come to Berlin, and see some- 
thing of the court gayeties." 

**Oh! at Berlin. No: I do not think 
we can ever go there ! even to our own 
court we cannot go — only papa and my 
brother. Is it not funny ! Mamma," con- 
tinued the chatterbox, " used to go to 
court, and now she is married she cannot ; 
that does not seem quite fair." 

" Then noble Frauleins should wed with 
nobles, and not forfeit their privileges," 
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put in the Baronin, impatient to catch the 
ball of conversation, and speaking with a 
tone of superior virtue. Clarchen was 
opening her mouth to reply, when her 
sister asked her to pass the salad, with a 
glance of remonstrance which silenced her 
for a few moments. No one taking up the 
thread of the discourse, Frau von Wuthe- 
nau continued, ** In these days it is neces- 
sary to draw the line more strictly than 
ever. You remember. Bertha," addressing 
her daughter, "what a struggle Graf R. 
made to have his English wife received, 
and she was almost noble — only her 
people never went to the English court." 

*'Yes," returned the young Baronessa, 
" Graf R. was an enthusiast, and they say 
tinged with democratic ideas. Did he not 
quit Berlin, and abjures the court because 
the Grafin was not admitted ? " 
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" They said so, but I scarce believe it." 

" He acted like a man of sense and 
spirit," remarked the young lady, whom, in 
the uncertainty as to her surname, we 
must call " Lies" — she had hitherto been 
silent except to utter the small necessary 
civilities of the table. 

'* Ach Gott ! " cried the Baronin, " we 
have revolutionists here too." 

'* And a dangerous one," observed Stein- 
hausen, with a slight and utterly unnoticed 
bow. 

" No, gnadige Frau ! " said the lady of 
the house quickly. ** We ladies are no 
politicians, and my husband is a strict up- 
holder of law and government." 

** Nor do we care much to go to court," 
cried Clarchen ; ** our dear Princess Mar- 
garethe told me herself that the balls are 
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tiresome ; but the water parties to beauti- 
ful Pillnitz — sometimes late in the evening 
in illuminated gondolas — they must be 
delightful. The Hohen Herrschaften all 
seem so merry and bright, and the prin- 
cess says they are better than many balls." 

" The Princess Margarethe ! " almost 
screamed the noble young lady opposite. 
" Where did you speak to her ? " — a most 
uncomplimentary emphasis on the " you." 

" Here, Fraulein v. Wuthenau," returned 
Clarchen, with a little nod of perfect con- 
tentment. " The royal family, often the 
good king himself, come here every 
summer once or twice to enjoy the view 
from our balcony, so when the princess 
was visiting her grandparents, she too 
came." 

"It seems, then," said Lieutenant 



MAID, WIFE, OR WWOWf 63 

Burchardt, helping himself to a third edi- 
tion of roast hare, " that their Majesties of 
Saxony are also revolutionary. Gott ! I 
am not astonished, meine Gnadige, if you 
give them such heavenly beer as this," and 
he dipped his moustache into the foaming 
goblet beside him. 

" We did not know how fair and rich a 
land this Saxony is until we tasted its bene- 
fits," said young von Planitz, gallantly. 

" Pray, Herr Rittmeister," resumed the 
Baronin, " which of our troops were en- 
gaged at Gitschin ? Had the — th regi- 
ment many losses ? I have two nephews 
among the wounded — one is scarcely ex- 
pected to recover, and his unhappy mother 
had had no opportunity of bidding him 
farewell before the regiment marched to 
Koniggratz." 
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At this name Frau Ghering moved 
somewhat restlessly, and glanced at her 
daughter, whose color rose visibly and 
becomingly. 

" Nevertheless," said the noble Fraulein, 
with a rather sentimental up-turning of the 
eyes, " he fell gloriously for his Father- 
land, and in the arms of victory." 

" Ah ! " cried Burchardt, " it has been 
a sharp, short affair, this Bohemian cam- 
paign, and must prove to the enemies of 
Prussia — " 

" The folly of adhering to obsolete trea- 
ties with effete allies," put in Steinhausen, 
contemptuously. 

" Better write * All is lost, save honor,' 
after our fruitless struggle, than break 
faith once pledged," murmured Lies ; but 
the loud babble of voices which arose, 
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each rehearsing the adventures and ex- 
ploits of his or her relatives and regiments, 
drowned her voice — only Steinhausen, 
listening intently, caught the words with a 
hard smile at her enthusiasm, which in 
some indefinable way angered him. The 
subject being an irresistible torrent of 
self-laudation, the speakers were carried 
away- — quite forgetting that their trium- 
phant success was a bitter defeat to their 
Saxon hosts — that the desperate hand-to- 
hand encounters so glowingly described 
inflicted cruel wounds perhaps on those 
dear to the listeners. Frau Ghering's soft 
dark eyes filled with tears ; Clarchen's 
little hands clenched themselves viciously ; 
and above the delicate lace round Lies' 
throat a quick pulse could be seen to 
quiver impatiently, as, from war, the con- 
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versation wandered to political arrange- 
ments, and the wisdom and foresight of 
Prussia was vaunted as compared with the 
folly, weakness, or vacillation of other 
states. At length a passing but unmis- 
takable allusion to the prompt decision 
demanded from Saxony as to her alliance 
with Austria filled the cup of insult to the 
brim; and Lies, rising with an air of 
decision, remarkable in one so young, 
although turning rather pale, said very 
distinctly, '* Allow me, here in my father's 
place, to remind the company (Herrschaft- 
en) that to discuss politics or religion in 
mixed society is contrary to good breeding 
— to discuss either, in a party so unfortu- 
nately constituted as this one, is contrary 
to good feeling." 

She sat down, and a profound silence 
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fell upon the guests. The gentlemen 
accepted the rebuke, arid looked down on 
their plates, while the Prussian ladies 
laughed nervously and angrily, and, with 
some head-tossing and bridling, turned to 
Frau Ghering, remarking on the lateness 
of the hour, and the necessity of returning 
to Pirna. But the opening of a door to 
admit a gentleman, created a happy diver- 
sion. The new comer was a short, neat 
figure, with an alert, genial look, chiefly 
owing to a peculiarly prominent nose, 
which seemed to lift his upper lip into a 
constantly varying curve, generally expres- 
sive of mingled fun, kindliness, and sim- 
plicity ; a well-shaped head covered with 
what would have been boyish curls, had 
not time bleached them to a pale silvery 
grey, and a very gentlemanlike, active, not 
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to say dapper figure, completed the per- 
sonality of Herr Gerichtsamtmann, whose 
entrance was welcomed by all. 

His first address was to the lady stran- 
gers ; to them, Prussians or not — enemies 
or not, he was radiantly polite. " He was 
made infinitely unhappy by finding he had 
detained them, but now he was quite at 
their service, and, as they had supped, 
would they accompany him into his 
Arbeitzimmer and explain their business 
— if the remainder of the company" — a 
circular bow — " would excuse him." 

** Many thanks, Herr Amtmann," said 
the Baronin, rising in a stately manner. 
" My son has decided to purchase a Gut 
not far from here, in your district, intend- 
ing to settle in Saxony, and I have called 
upon you to ascertain under what condi- 
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tions one could raise it from a Bauer to a 
Ritter Gut — for, of course, it would be in- 
tolerable to persons of our rank to occupy 
an inferior position in Saxony." 

** Ah ! " returned the polite judge — a 
long-drawn ** Ah ! This is a matter which 
bristles with difficulties. If the gnadige 
Frau will follow me I will lay a few of 
them before her." 

He waved his hand towards the door. 

The Baronin looked at her watch. " I 
fear, mein Herr, I must ask you to write 
them to me. I am staying in Dresden, at 
the Hotel de Saxe, but we have scarce 
time to catch the last train." 

" Ach ja ! the gnadige Frau has ten 
minutes to spare, in which I can explain 
much — the abolition of the Frohndienst, 
the Forest rights, the — Erlauben Sie mir," 



^0 MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW f 

and he threw open the door. The Baronin 
and Baronessa, with deep courtly courte- 
sies to the company, who stood up to say 
adieu, then made their exit. 
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CHAPTER III. 

QTEINHAUSEN observed, with some 
^^ irritation, that on her father s appear- 
ance Lies had risen quietly, noiselessly 
replaced the knife and fork, plate and 
glass, she had used, with others, and 
silently left the room. He gnawed his 
mustache in a fit of impatience. Supper 
was over, and not a chance had offered 
itself for cross-examining, as he had in- 
tended with condescending gallantry, the 
fair girl, or woman, who had so excited 
his fancy. How was he to open up his 
advances if another opportunity offered, 
when she had so severely rebuked him ? 



(I- 
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Of course an abject apology might serve 
to open the trenches ; but he was too 
seriously vexed with her, with himself — 
every thing, to like admitting he was in 
the wrong. He feared he had outraged 
the politeness due to hosts, even on com- 

« 

pulsion. He tried to tell himself that the 
whole affair was not worth a thought, that 
to-morrow the whim would have passed 
away, and even while he reasoned thus 
sagely, he watched with almost fierce 
eagerness for her return. But only the 
lively little Gerichtsamtmann re-entered 
after escorting his visitors to their car- 
riage. 

Even enemies in the shape of guests 
were almost welcome to the kindly, hos- 
pitable Herr Ghering. He advanced, rub- 
bing his hands cheerfully, and performing 
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one or two bows, while he struggled to 
maintain the grave and cold aspect he 
thought suited to the circumstances, but 
under which rippled the bright, kindly 
smile he could not quite suppress. " He 
trusted the Herrschaft had been duly pro- 
vided with all they required. He saw 
that already they had supper ended. He 
would not detain the Herrn. At a dis- 
ordered table to sit is not agreeable. Pray 
go into the salon, my wife will lead you 
there;" at which hint the silent hostess 
rose and preceded her guests to the adjoin- 
ing room. There was something of quiet 
sadness in the lady's bearing which im- 
pressed the Prussian officers with kindly 
respect, and Burchardt suggested in a 
quick aside to the Rittmeister that it 
might be as well if they retired to their 
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own apartments. " No ; certainly not. 
It IS more agreeable here," he replied 
sharply. 

^' Yes, much more agreeable," ech- 
oed the Fahnrich, and the three officers 
grouped themselves near the quiet lady 
of the house, who had already taken 
refuge in her knitting. Conversation 
proving somewhat difficult, von Planitz 
and Burchardt wandered away to smoke 
in the veranda; for though in the salon 
the lamp was necessary, a splendid har- 
vest moon made the garden and surround- 
ings silvery clear. Steinhausen, however, 
stood his ground, and tried every possible 
subject with his uncommunicative compan- 
ion. He praised the villa and the scenery, 
the richness of the crops he had noticed 
in passing through the country, the fine 
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flock of geese he had seen making their 
way across the yard ; but neither scenery, 
crops, nor geese elicited any thing like a 
hearty response. 

At last Steinhausen took up the family 
photograph album, thinking he had suffi- 
ciently paved the way to the subject up- 
permost in his thoughts. "These family 
books are very interesting," he said, open- 
ing it. ** I like to trace the same type of 
face through varying forms. You have 
some very charming portraits here. May 
I be permitted to guess, from the likeness 
to yourself, that this young gentleman is 
your son ? " showing the cadet before 
mentioned. 

** He is," returned Frau Ghering with a 
sigh. 

** And here, no doubt, is your Fraulein 
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daughter," resumed Steinhausen, proceed- 
ing triumphantly, as he thought, to acquire 
all the information he so much coveted, 
and pointing to the unsatisfactory portrait 
of Lies above described. 

"It is — it is — my eldest daughter," 
said the lady, with a tremor in her voice. 
" Bitte, bitte," she added, with a depreca- 
tory motion of the hand. " Ask me no 
more about these photographs : there are 
memories which prevent my speaking of 
them with the calmness I ought to show 
before a stranger," and she knitted a little 
more rapidly than before. 

Steinhausen had nothing for it but — 
with a politely- expressed apology on his 
lips, and wrath in his heart — to shut the 
book, and fall back on the crops and the 
geese. His unusual patience, however, 
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did not go unrewarded. In a few minutes 
Clarchen entered the room. 

" Go, dear/' said Frau Ghering, " call 
Lies hither: I am but poor company," 
and, gathering up her knitting, she left 
the room. 

" Lies is coming," said Clarchen, stand- 
ing irresolutely by the veranda door, 
strongly tempted to join the agreeable 
von Planitz without ; but a dim sense of 
what was due to patriotism and propriety 
held her back. Steinhausen rose. Young 
ladies of the ** Bachfischchen " period were 
not to his taste, but for the moment she 
was of importance. 

"And what do you do with yourself, 
my Fraulein," he asked good-humoredly, 
** all day long in this quiet place ; no con- 
certs, no theatre, no classes ? " And he 
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pushed forward a chair for her, seating* 
himself on the ottoman as he spoke ; but 
Clarchen did not take the hint. She still 
stood leaning against the side of the door, 
where she had moved after a moment's 
hesitation. " Do ? Oh, I have plenty to 
do. I have my own, 07mt chickens to at- 
tend to, and I go twice a week to Pirna for 
lessons, and I have to practise, for Lies 
teaches me music, and then — oh, there is 
plenty to do — then we used to have 
beautiful militarj^ concerts before — " she 
hesitated ; her color rose, and she added 
with an irrepressible burst of angry feel- 
ing, ** till you came and spoiled every 
thing." 

Steinhausen laughed. "Are we such 
terribly bad fellows as to spoil the harmony 
of your life, mein Kindchen?" he said. 



MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW f 79 

" You must forgive, and learn to love us ! 
We, too, can give music — fine music. 
Have you never heard a Prussian band?" 

"Never; only your penny whistles," 
returned Clarchen, shortly. 

**What! Herr Rittmeister, are you and 
the little one quarrelling ? " asked Burch- 
ardt, coming in from the veranda^ ** Ah, 
mein Fraulein, the Rittmeister is a cruel, 
hard-hearted being — not like me. So 
come out on the balcony and tell us some 
more of the legends you repeated in the 
garden this afternoon." 

Clarchen hung her head as if a little 
ashamed of having been betrayed into 
such a familiar footing with her foes ; but 
she was rescued from the dilemma by the 
words, ** Excuse my sister, mein Herr ! 
The dew falls, and she is better indoors." 
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Lies had entered unperceived behind them. 
Steinhausen rose and stood with an air of 
deference until she should seat herself; 
but she walked to a large ornamental 
work-basket, which stood at the end of the 
room, and taking from it a large piece of 
half-finished white embroidery, handed it 
to the young lady with a significant smile. 
Clarchen, with a slight laugh and a blush, 
at once sat down to work, and her sister, 
taking a small velvet case, placed herself 
on a low reading-chair near the ottoman, 
and drew forth a finer, but not less elabo- 
rate, specimen of silk work. Burchardt 
seated himself by Clara, and proceeded to 
tease her in a kindly fatherly fashion about 
her patriotism, her hatred of Prussia, her 
military ardor, &c. ; and Steinhausen, at 
last master of the position, threw himself 
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on the Ottoman, lounging towards the fair 
needlewoman, whose occupation permitted 
him to look fixedly at the sweet face, the 
quiet grace of neck and shoulder, the 
pretty, white, deft fingers. " My father," 
she said suddenly, raising her eyes fully 
and fearlessly to his, " charged me to make 
his excuses to you — business of impor- 
tance detains him in his * Arbeitzimmer/ " 

" The courtesy of all within Villa Belle- 
vue leaves nothing to complain of." 

A long pause, which Steinhausen felt 
terribly puzzled to break — his companion 
looked so profoundly calm, so coldly com- 
posed, that he felt more severely checked 
than if she had testified the utmost scorn 
and dislike, besides a sense of irritation 
created by the contrast between her repose 
and the strange longing he experienced to 
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seize her soft small hands and cover them 
with kisses. To his pleased surprise she 
broke the silence, saying with an arch 
smile, ** You see there are pleasant corners 
in Saxony/' 

" It is a charming country, and full of 
precious things," he returned, with much 
animation. 

" Even after all we have given to you," 
she added. 

" Given ! " cried Steinhausen. " Should 
you not have said * you have taken from 
us ' ? " 

" Yes, taken from us," repeated Lies, 
thoughtfully, without raising her eyes. 

" And we are greedy still," continued 
Steinhausen, drawing nearer to his com- 
panion. ** Saxony has still gems left, 
which some of us at least long to annex." 
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She looked up in a little surprise, but 
his eyes told his meaning, and in spite of 
her self-command a faint flush stole over 
her cheek and faded slowly away, as she 
replied, " Peace at least secures from fur- 
ther annexation for the present." 

** But does not forbid it for the future," 
cried Steinhausen, eagerly. 

"You should be ashamed to acknowl- 
edge your national greed," she returned, 
with a smile. 

** I am far from ashamed of the greed 
I acknowledge," said Steinhausen, signifi- 
cantly. And there was a pause, the young 
lady composedly tracing the leaves of a 
rose, part of which already glowed on the 
silken screen she was working, while Stein- 
hausen racked his brain for some fresh 
topic by means of which he might relieve 
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his curiosity and ingratiate himself. She 
was dreadfully provoking ; and the irresist- 
ible, amused smile which crept over her 
lips as the silence continued, seemed as if 
she was aware of his difficulties. " The 
gnadiges Fraulein is a lover of the dumb 
creatures she cares for so kindly," he said 
at length. " I could not resist watching 
you this evening as you stood in the Hof 
yonder and fed the pigeons." 

" You did ! " she exclaimed in surprise. 

" I trust I may be forgiven, Gnadige 
Frau — Fraulein or Frau ? " — he asked, 
insinuatingly. 

** Whichever you like," she returned, 
unmoved. 

" But, pardon me, I should like to^ give 
you your proper title." 

" It is of no consequence," she said, 
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slowly, as she threaded her needle. " Your 
accuracy or your error are alike to me, 
while to-morrow you will ride away, and ^ 
the memory of your passing curiosity will 
have faded before you reach your next 
quarters." Without raising her eyes, she 
worked steadily on. 

" But I shall not ride away to-morrow, 
nor perhaps the day after," cried Stein- 
hausen, impetuously ; " and if my memory 
is to retain nothing of the interesting hours 
I have spent under your hospitable roof, 
do you imply that yours will be more 
enduring ? " 

" Much more," said Lies, pausing as 
she drew out a long thread. " I shall 
always retain a most vivid recollection of 
your visit, and those of your fellow-sol- 
diers who preceded you." 
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She spoke emphatically, looking up 

straight into his eyes with an effort to be 

^ grave, while a slight but mischievous smile 

would steal into the dimples of her cheek. 

** I understand, Fraulein," replied Stein- 
hausen, charmed, yet surprised and nettled 
by the spirit with which she answered. 
He despised soft, sentimental women, yet 
resented self-assertion, with the consistency 
common to men in other countries besides 
Germany. 

" A painful impression is not so easily 
shaken off." No reply. ** I mean, gnadige 
Frau, that the mortification of receiving 
Prussian soldiers leaves its mark. But 
may I not urge, that, being by the acci- 
dent of birth and circumstance, one of 
these unfortunates, could I, with any sense 
of honor, decline to serve my king, my 
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government? And, being ordered here, 
am I to blame for forcing myself upon 
your reluctant hospitality ? " He spoke in 
a wounded tone. 

" It is true," said Lies, gravely. " Per- 
haps I am unjust. But, Herr Rittmeister, 
imagine your sisters, your wife, your mother, 
forced to receive Saxon soldiers, as we are 
to receive yours." 

" No stretch of my imagination could 
depict such a state of things," he returned, 
with a light laugh, which brought the 
quick, eloquent blood to Lies' cheek. 
" But if such an event could happen, and 
I had mother, sister, or wife, which I have 
not, they would, I am sure, be less unkind, 
less cruel than you are." 

** Cruel ! Pooh ! That is a large word 
for a little fruitless, wordy animosity." 



88 MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW f 

" There is animosity, then ? You allow 
it?" 

" How could it be otherwise ? " cried 
Lies, throwing down her work — **when 
your unnecessary ambition has caused the 
sorrow and impoverishment of a whole 
people, the suffering of those dearer to us 
than our own lives, the loss often of all 
that makes life worth living — " She 
stopped for a moment, and covered her 
face with her hands. 

" You make me wish myself a Saxon," 
said Steinhausen, in low tones, which 
showed he was deeply moved. 

" Ah ! if you were ! " cried Lies, remov- 
ing her hands and looking at him with a 
sudden, strange impulse. 

"And if I were? What then?" he 
asked, drawing nearer. 
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" Saxony would have one more brave, 
capable soldier, no doubt, Herr Ritt- 
meister," she replied, quietly. 

Steinhausen rose and walked towards 
the veranda. Through the open door he 
saw the smart little " Dienstmadchen," 
Daisy, setting out a table with beer and 
cigars for the benefit of his brother offi- 
cers. Clarchen had vanished. On look- 
ing back he was alarmed to see his fair 
antagonist folding up her work as if about 
to retire; he strode quickly across the 
room, and again threw himself on the 
ottoman beside her. 

"We have infringed the rule you so 
forcibly laid down at supper, mein Frau- 
lein," he said. ** Politics and religion 
should never be discussed in mixed soci- 
ety ; and small as it is, ours is a very mixed 
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society, * nicht wahr ? * So permit me to 
touch on more personal matters. You 
have some very dear to you with the 
army ? " 

"I have — many; my brother, and 
others, relatives — friends." She spoke 
slowly, hesitatingly. 

"Dare I further conjecture a dearer 
tie?" suggested Steinhausen, his heart 
beating in an extraordinary manner. 
" Your — your husband — " 

**This is a subject on which I cannot — 
must not — speak ; it is quite forbidden ! " 
She spoke with much agitation, and letting 
her work-case fall, stooped to pick up the 
contents. 

" I dare not infringe your order, gnadige 
Frau," said Steinhausen, with profound 
respect, while he built up a little mental 
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historiette of an unhappy marriage, a sep- 
aration, a possible divorce, and deriving 
an odd sort of satisfaction from the idea. 
**Your words suggest strange, painful 
ideas. Prussian foe though I be, and rug- 
ged, perhaps, by nature, there is something 
in your voice, your eyes, your whole being, 
that touches a rarely-awakened chord of 
feeling in my innermost soul, that compels 
me with a force I cannot resist.'* 

" Herr Rittmeister," said the cheery, 
kindly voice of the Gerichtsamtmann, ** I 
am but this moment free ; will you not join 
your comrades and myself on the veran- 
da? Let us do our best to heal old 
wounds, and drink to the prosperity of the 
great * Deutscher Vaterland.* " He waved 
his hand towards Burchardt and von 
Planitz, who might be seen very comforta- 
bly seated by the table above mentioned. 
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" Well said, my good sir," returned the 
Rittmeister heartily, " yours is true patriot- 
ism." He looked at Lies as he spoke; 
she courtesied slightly, and walked towards 
the door. 

Steinhausen moved quickly and opened 
it for her, and, while the active little ma- 
gistrate was occupied in turning down the 
lamp, whispered, " May I never hope to 
have the mystery which interests, distracts 
me, solved ? " 

" Perhaps," was the reply, with a sweet 
smile and downcast eyes. "Some day — 
when I am presented at Berlin," and she 
passed away down the corridor. 

*' Does the Herr Rittmeister play whist ?" 
asked Herr Ghering, who had rummaged 
out and was dexterously shuffling a pack 
of cards. 
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"Yes, it is a good game," he replied 
mechanically, while he repeated to himself, 
" Berlin ! then probably the husband is 
Prussian? That may account for her 
hatred of us. But no, he has a Saxon 
uniform." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

T ONG and profound repose effected 
-■— ' little towards blunting the keen edge 
of the Rittmeister's curiosity and interest. 
After the first moments of waking, with 
their puzzled wonder as to where he was 
and how he got there, he sprang up, alert, 
and eager to get through his duties and 
resume his investigations. 

The rigid and punctual Karl presented 
himself with an unmistakable expression 
of importance on his wooden face, but 
Steinhausen nearly finished dressing in 
silence. At last, after answering some 
trivial question, he found an opportunity 
of displaying his zeal and intelligence. 
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"Ach Gott! Herr Rittmeister. Folks 
here are short-spoken and gruff; they 
have no manners at all. So soon as the 
gnadiger Herr had to supper gone, I went 
to the kitchen, and says I to the cook, 
*You have a good kindly Herrschaften 
here, and a beautiful house, and excellent 
eating. It is heavenly to bide here after 
the hardships yonder.' I thought it best 
to speak the * alte Hexe ' fair," — here he 
delivered such a rusty wink (if such an 
expression be permitted) at his mas- 
ter that Steinhausen thought he would 
never recover ** eyes right " again. " With 
that, Frau Kochin gave a sort of a grunt, 
and says, * That I believe ; and I wish our 
own poor fellows were having the good of 
It instead of you.' " 

'*Well," began Steinhausen, intending 
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to Stop the flow of his eloquence ; but it 
was not every day that the string of 
Karl's tongue was loosed, and, besides, 
he thought his master was only eager for 
more information. 

" Mit Erlaubniss, Herr Rittmeister," he 
went on. " I then said how * schon ' the 
young Frauleins were, and asked if the 
eldest was not married ; but not a word 
did she answer — no more than if she 
were stone deaf — just looking as sour 
and yellow as the * Gurken ' she was laying 
in a dish. Presently she dropped a big 
spoon, so with much politeness I picked 
it up for her; then she did grunt out 
* Danke.' I says * Bitte sehr,* and thinking 
I had made her a trifle more friendly, 
asked very pleasantly, ' What did you say 
the young ladys husband's name was?' 
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thinking to lead her on ; but no ! she 
turned round sharp, quite vicious like, as 
if she would spit at me ; and says she, ' I 
never said nothing about it! What is it 
to you or your master either who she is or 
how she is called? She wouldn't take any 
notice of a Prussian, were he even a prince 
in your greedy country;' and with that she 
hit me a rap on the side of the head with 
the very spoon I had picked up for the old 
Hexe, and what more could — " 

•" True, true," cried Steinhausen, laugh- 
ing. " I think you have acted with amaz- 
ing tact; but Karl — " 

"Ay, Herr Rittmeister — I can — " 
" You can do nothing more, Schafs- 
kopf," said his master, impatiently. ** I do 
not care for further information ; let the 
matter drop. After all, it is nothing to us 
who and what these Saxon churls are." 
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*'But, Herr Rittmeister — " 

" Silence ! My sword, and then bring 
me coffee ! " 

Sorely disappointed at the result of his 
severe and unwonted mental exertion, Karl, 
after a moment's hesitation, disappeared. 

Some totally new spring of feeling 
made the idea of a common man's coarse 
inquiries concerning Lies insupportable to 
Steinhausen. There was something inde- 
scribable about this Saxon girl or woman, 
the sort of magic 

" Which warns the touch while winning the sense, 
Nor charms us least when it most repels." 

However, Steinhausen was no boy yield- 
ing to the force of a first passion ; he was 
quite capable of putting aside the sudden 
potent whim which had seized him, and 
throwing himself heartily into his morning 
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task of inspection, the ordinary duty of 
regimental parade, as if no such fasci- 
nating creature existed. But, these duties 
over, he galloped back to the villa, on fire 
with impatience, to renew the conversation 
of the previous night, which had pos- 
sessed such a tantalizing charm, and in 
which he flattered himself he had, after 
all, made not so bad an impression on his 
sweet antagonist. 

He stopped, after dismounting, to per- 
mit the well-trained Karl to brush the dust 
of his early demarch from his garments, 
and permit his junior officers to join him. 

They found " Friihstiick " laid in the 
veranda. The meal, which corresponds 
with our luncheon, was plentifully set forth 
— cold partridge, fruit, omelettes, coffee, 
and some long-necked, tempting bottles ; 
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beside the table sat Frau Ghering knit- 
ting, and at the further end of the veranda 
stood Clarchen, playing " cup and ball " 
with much dexterity. 

A quiet " Good-day " from the lady of 
the house, profound bows from the Prus- 
sian officers, and the latter seated them- 
selves at table, while Clarchen came for- 
ward with shy pleasure, yet visible reluc- 
tance, the result of mingled joy in the 
unusual excitement of such visitors, and 
patriotic resentment at having to entertain 
them. After the kindly old German fash- 
ion, she assisted Daisy to wait upon the 
guests, and even forgot herself so far as to 
make sprightly rejoinders to the young 
Fahnrich and Burchardt. But there was 
no sign of Lies. Indeed, Burchardt had 
asked Frau Ghering politely for her " Frau- 
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lein Tochter," and was answered that she 
was ** quite well, but aKvays busy." At last 
the excessive demands of the Fahnrich 
upon the sugar-basin exhausted the supply, 
seeing which, Frau Ghering told Clarchen 
to fetch some more. " I will go to Lies 
for the key-basket," she replied, and peep- 
ing into the salon, exclaimed, " Ah ! she 
is there ; Lies, Lies ! " Whereupon Stein- 
hausen's eyes were at last rejoiced and sat- 
isfied by the object they longed for. As 
she stepped into the veranda in answer 
to her sister s call, the Rittmeister s doubts 
as to her being married or single became 
almost certainty. She looked so deli- 
ciously matronly in a black and white 
morning wrapper, and a small, delicately 
white muslin cap, with black ribbons, a 
lace cravat tied round her neck, and fas- 
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tened with a miniature brooch, the minia- 
ture of that commonplace-looking fellow 
whose portrait disfigured the Rittmeister's 
room. The guests rose and greeted her 
with deferential bows, which she accepted 
with a pretty, gentle stateliness that went 
well with her air and costume ; but Stein- 
hausen noticed, as she turned to speak to 
her mother, that on one side of her cap was 
pinned a small green and white rosette. 

" A piece of silent defiance," thought 
Steinhausen ; but he only uttered a polite 
" Good-morning," and drew forward a chair 
near to his own. She acknowledged his 
civility with a slight courtesy, and, selecting 
a bunch of keys from the numbers in her 
basket, gave them to her sister, who dis- 
appeared with an air of great importance. 

" May I offer the * gnadige Frau ' some 
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coffee?" asked Lieutenant Burchardt. 
Frau Ghering looked up quickly at the 
speaker. 

'* I thank you," returned Lies, " I break- 
fasted an hour ago. I hope you have all 
you require, gentlemen ? " 

**A11 that we require, certainly, and 
more than we deserve," said the Ritt- 
meister, smiling. "Will you not give 
us the pleasure of your company at the 
table ? " 

" I regret that it is my business hour," 
she replied, " and my work is not yet half 
accomplished." 

Clarchen here returned with the replen- 
ished sugar-basin, and, setting it on the 
table, restored the keys to their proper 
place. 

" May I ask for a piece ? " asked Stein- 
hausen. 
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With a natural impulse Lies dipped her 
pretty fingers into the basin (of course, 
there were no sugar-tongs), and dropped 
a ** Stiickchen " into the Rittmeister's cujd, 
their eyes meeting. She smiled archly, 
and said in a low tone, "To sweeten a 
little last night's acidity ! " This delicate 
touch of coquetry surprised and delighted 
Steinhausen, opening up to him possibili- 
ties — say of amusement — which sent a 
momentary thrill along his veins. 

" Better such * bitter sweet ' than un- 
alloyed sirup from other hands," returned 
Steinhausen, gallantly; but Lies had turned 
away already and re-entered the salon, and 
breakfast progressed to a happy termina- 
tion, unbroken by other visitors. Stein- 
hausen rose with some satisfaction ; an in- 
definable impression grew upon him that 
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this charming Saxon girl — maid, wife, or 
•widow, whatever she might be — was not 
indisposed to play with the impression she 
was too observant not to perceive she had 
made upon her admirer. Steinhausen, 
without any positive intentions, resolved 
that the game should not be all play — of 
course, he was too old a bird to be easily 
caught — and marriage — well, if he ever 
thought of marriage, it would be in the 
sense of an alliance. Love, passion, fancy 
— he had learnt to consider these emo- 
tions as a passing madness, which must 
not interfere with a man's career; but 
Lies (he would think of her only as Lies, 
that implied no marriage or entangle- 
ment), there was some wonderful attrac- 
tion about her, a peculiar frank sweet- 
ness, that, had he been familiar with 
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English poets, would have tempted him 
to quote — 

" Sure something holy lodges in that breast." 

Not since his early fiery boyish days 
had merged into sceptical manhood had 
he received quite the same impression. 
Yet he tried to laugh at himself for his 
unusual fit of sentimentality, and as he 
stood thus resisting his own thoughts and 
lighting his cigar, up the veranda steps, 
alert, fresh and neat, from his gray curly 
head to his well-blacked stout boots, came 
Herr Amtmann, with a cheerful greeting, 
and even a fainter effort than the night 
before at distance and dignity. To have 
people under his roof, to feed them with 
the milk and honey of the best viands and 
his choicest wines, was enough to endear 
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them to the kindly, generous, simple heart 
of Herr Ghering. Nothing was too good 
for those that wanted any thing, and even 
from enemies forced upon his hospitality 
he could hardly withhold the tide of friend- 
liness so ready to flow towards whoever 
had eaten of his " bread and salt." While 
the best and amplest return friend or foe 
could make was to praise his house and 
grounds, in which he took great pride -^ a 
pride displayed with the most unaffected 
and childlike candor. 

It was in ignorance of this foible, and in 
all sincerity, that the Rittmeister, after the 
first greetings, began to praise the beauty 
of the view and the admirable order of the 
garden. 

" I suppose, Herr Amtmann, you have a 
clever Voigt (bailiff^. The duties of your 
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office must leave you but little time for 
personal supervision." 

" Ja ! Gewiss ! " cried Herr Ghering, 
rubbing his hands, with a chuckle of in- 
tense satisfaction. ** I have indeed a clever 
Voigt. My eldest daughter manages every 
thing — everything. It is wonderful, re- 
markable — so young and yet such an 
organizer." 

V Indeed, most remarkable," ejaculated 
Steinhausen, anxious to lead him on. 

** Yes, the cows, the planting, the reap- 
ing even," with impressive emphasis ; "the 
cheese — she manages all. It is much — 
a little too much for one so young, and — 
but Herr Rittmeister will laugh at a father s 
enthusiasm." 

" Far from it," said Steinhausen, almost 
piously. " I should be glad to know 
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something of your system, for I have a 
Rittergut in Slesian, where they misman- 
age matters terribly." 

"Ha! that is bad — very bad indeed," 
cried the host, full of interest ; "if, after 
dinner, Herr Rittmeister would like to 
walk through our fields, and look at the 
barns, I am sure Lisabet would, that 
is — " correcting himself, "she has her 
prejudices, poor thing, which are not to be 
wondered at ; but /, gnadiger Herr, I will 
myself show you over my small domains, 
and then you can judge — you can judge." 

Steinhausen listened intently. Why 
were her prejudices not to be wondered 
at ? Why did this provoking little simple- 
ton stop short ? How was he (Steinhau- 
sen) to lead him back to the prejudices of 
tlie adorable Lies ? So he said, with chiv- 
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alrous politeness, " If your charming Frau 
daughter has these strong feelings against 
us unhappy Prussians, it must be very 
painful to her to receive and entertain us, 
and that creates a sense of pain in the 
recipients of your bounteous hospitality." 

Instead of listening to and correcting 
any error in the appellation of the ladj 
under discussion, the energetic little judge 
was eagerly rooting up an intrusive weed 
•which had reared its green head between 
the red tiles of the veranda, and only 
caught the last words. ** You make too 
much of our poor efforts, and, believe me, 
we are not so blinded by national preju- 
dices as to undervalue brave soldiers who 
only do their duty, and — " 

Here Burchardt, who had been lighting 
an obdurate cigar, interrupted Herr Amt- 
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mann by asking Steinhausen if he was 
aware that their friend von Wolf was at 
Pirna, obliged to remain behind his regi- 
ment, as he was ill with fever, from a 
wound he considered too slight to report? 

'* No," said the Rittmeister, " I had not 
heard of him. These over-heroic young 
soldiers are rather troublesome, from their 
want of precaution." 

" Planitz and I thought of riding over 
to see him. As you intend resting here 
to-day, will you come with us ? " 

" Thank you, no," returned Steinhausen, 
shortly. " I had enough riding yesterday, 
and shall be in the saddle all to-morrow." 

*' While to-day you have an Eden and 
an Eve," rejoined the Lieutenant, laugh- 
ing — a jest for which his superior officer 
would have liked to give him three days' 
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arrest on bread and water. He prudently, 
however, turned a deaf ear to the insinua- 
tion, and the kind host immediately pro- 
ceeded to give the two young officers 
elaborate directions as to a short and 
shady route whereby they could reach 
the town where their friend lay. During 
the explanation the Rittmeister stalked, 
with a stern and dignified air, into the 
salon, and once more took up the family 
album, determined to try the photograph 
trick on the little judge, who would, he 
felt certain, join him as soon as the others 
were gone. In a few minutes he heard 
von Planitz and Burchardt bid their host 
good-by, and rattle down the steps to the 
garden on their way to the stables, and 
the next minute Herr Ghering came to his 
side. 
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" Ah ! Herr Rittmeister has found out 
our picture gallery," he said, with much 
complaisance, and proceeded gleefully to 
point out his wife and a couple of brothers, 
evidently old soldiers and much decorated. 
Then he paused at the likeness of a sweet, 
dreamy-looking child, and the kindly voice 
trembled as he said it was his first-born, 
who had been taken from them in early 
childhood. Then he brightened up again 
when the next page was turned, and he 
was able to expatiate on the manifold 
virtues and acquirements of his only son ; 
and then came the object of Steinhausen's 
curiosity, the pages on one of which was 
the commonplace-looking officer and the 
indifferent photograph of Lies, and, oppo- 
site, another and a very superior carte of . 
the same lady, with a likeness of Clarchen 
and the little boy. 
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"And these?" asked the Rittmeister, 
with just the right degree of polite in- 
terest. 

** You will recognize some," returned 
Herr Ghering. " This is my eldest daugh- 
ter," he continued, with a sigh, ** but not 
a good photograph. It does not do her 
justice." Another sigh. "And this — 
this is my son in-law, poor fellow ! It is 
altogether a sad story, and one not to be 
intruded on — " 

" My father," cried Clarchen, running 
in at this critical juncture, " the Herr 
Richter is here, and says some vagrants 
have been thieving in the village. He 
wishes to make a deposition, before em- 
ploying the Polizei." 

" Now, it is too bad," exclaimed the 
judge, hastily shutting up the photograph 
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book. " I have taken such pains with 
the people under my jurisdiction, that 
Bergfeld has hitherto been especially 
noted for the absence of crime, for the 
intelligence and good conduct of the peo- 
ple — and now! You will excuse me, 
Herr Rittmeister. At dinner we shall 
meet — Auf wiedersehen ; " and the little 
judge hurried away with sharp, quick steps, 
and corresponding nods of his gray curls. 
Left alone with the Rittmeister, Clarchen 
crossed her hands behind her and looked 
at him quietly, with an expression of min- 
gled fun and defiance. He felt, he knew 
not why, that she was specially inimical to 
him ; nevertheless, he attempted to get a 
little more information from her, though, 
indeed, his doubts were nearly solved by 
Herr Ghering's remarks. 
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** Come, liebes Fraulein," he said, dfaw- 
ing a comfortable chair, and seating him- 
self at the table, "come and tell me all 
about the family photographs." 

Clarchen shook her head. " I cannot 
stay ; I have quantities to do ; for Lies is 
out, and has left me her .keys." 

" Out ! " cried Steinhausen, with irre- 
pressible vexation. " Where has she 
gone ? " 

Clarchen stared and smiled. " Oh, up 
the hill to the Oberbergfelder. Frau 
Streich's little boy is ill, so she sent for my 
sister." 

**Your sister appears to be a general 
benefactress." 

"She is good," returned Clarchen, 
gravely, and turned to go. 

" One moment," cried Steinhausen. 
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*^What is to become of me? I have 
nothing to do — nothing to read. My 
comrades have ridden off without me." 

" Why did you let them go, then ? " 
laughed Clarchen. ** There are books," 
pointing to the well-filled table ; " then 
there are some wonderful gardens, like 
Versailles they say, not far off, and you 
might catch the Herr Lieutenant if you 
like- — they had only just ridden out of 
the Hof as I came in. So adieu, Herr 
Rittmeister," and with a saucy cour- 
tesy she walked quickly out of the 
room. 

" Impertinent little puss," thought Stein- 
hausen, looking after her. ** It is too 
absurd, the prejudices of these people." 
He paused in momentary hesitation, then 
catching a glimpse of trim little Daisy 
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clearing away the remains of breakfast, he 
called her into the salon. 

" Whereabouts are these wonderful gar- 
dens of yours ? " he asked. 

" Oh ! the Schloss gardens ? " 

" Yes, I suppose so." 

** The gnadiger Herr must go up the 
hill right through the village to Oberberg- 
felder, and leave the Gasthof zum Schwarz- 
en Bar to the right, keep on across the 
fields till you come to a little house in a 
clump of fir-trees, and there they will 
direct you." 

"Thanks," interrupted the Rittmeister. 
** Oberbergfelder. I have no doubt I shall 
find the place." Daisy dropped a courtesy 
and retreated, while Steinhausen, remem- 
bering Clarchen's account of her sister s 
errand, took up his cap and started forth 
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on the sunny, dusty road in search of the 
will-o'-the-wisp mystery, the attraction of 
which he could not resist. 

The distance to the Oberbergfelder was 
not great, but on the way the Rittmeister 
met and spoke with several of his troop- 
ers; he also paused more than once to 
look behind him at the villa and its shel- 
tering lindens, so that a good deal of time 
was consumed before he reached the little 
hamlet. Yet the only specimen of woman- 
kind whom he encountered was an aged, 
bent, and bare-legged crone, with a huge 
basket on her back, who bid him ** Guten 
Tag" mechanically. Reaching the few cot- 
tages which constituted the Dorf, the road 
divided, or, rather, a cart-track diverged 
to the right, and the road kept away left 
across some open grass-land, flat and un- 



120 MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW' f 

broken, to the clump of fir-trees indi- 
cated by Daisy. The Rittmeister hesitated. 
It was improbable that such an accom- 
plished housewife as the young Frau Lisa- 
bet would at this period of the day absent 
herself long; but as yet there was no sign 
of her. To be sure, she knew the coun- 
try, and had probably returned by some 
more agreeable route. True to his Hus- 
sar training, von Steinhausen looked about 
for a " vantage post " whence to study the 
position ; a stunted gnarled pollard was 
the only object (save the housetops) at all 
elevated above the level of field and road ; 
the Rittmeister, though no slender strip- 
ling, managed to climb up a couple of feet 
of the ungainly knotted trunk, and taking 
a searching look round, fancied he saw a 
whitish, strange object moving towards a 
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sudden steep declivity, down which the 
cart-track led, and which he had not be- 
fore perceived. 

A continuous eager gaze convinced him 
that this object was a certain drab-white 
cotton sunshade, lined with green, which 
he had noticed in an umbrella-stand in 
the entrance of Villa Bellevue. This was 
clew enough : the enterprising Rittmeister 
started at once in pursuit, and when with- 
in reach of his quarry slackened speed in 
order to come up alongside as if by pure 
accident. The certainty that had grown 
upon him since morning that Lies was 
married and in some way, more or less 
unfortunate, separated from her husband, 
had changed the current of Steinhausen*s 
ideas considerably. If this charming girl, 
or woman, was thus shackled, he must as- 



122 MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW t 

sume a different tone, and approach her 
on a different footing ; her bonds did not 
render her less fascinating, far from it, but 
he might be better understood, more ap- 
preciated, than by a mere girl; yet, pre- 
posterous as it was, he was conscious of a 
dim regret that there was any one before 
himself that had a better chance of win- 
ning — What ? What arrant folly to think 
seriously of such a passing fancy ! What 
did he seek ? Only to while away a few 
hours of banishment in an enemy's coun- 
try. So, with sound reason in his head, 
and a thrill of wild delight in his heart, 
Steinhausen *' closed with the chase." 

** Pardon me, gnadige Frau," he said, 
*' can I return to the villa by this road ? '* 

" You can," she replied, with a very 
slight start and increase of color ; ** fol- 
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low it to where there is an old cross half 
sunk in the ground by an oak-tree, and 
you will find a foot-path which will lead 
you back through the river meadows." 

"Thanks; you seem to be going in 
the same direction, may I not accompany 
you ? " 

Another slight blush, and a very cold 
bow of assent ; they walked on a few paces 
in silence, down a narrow ravine, in the 
shelter of which was a pleasant growth of 
beech and chestnut trees, with here and 
there a tall, graceful larch. The shade 
was most welcome, and a cool breeze from 
the river fanned Steinhausen*s hot brow. 

** You see, I did not ride away this 
morning," began the Rittmeister at last. 
** I am but too glad to avail myself of the 
discretion allowed me, and let myself and 
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my poor fellows enjoy a brief repose in 
your happy valley ; indeed, the difficulty 
will be to leave it." 

" Life in our happy valley is but little 
suited to such as you," she answered; 
" even I find it a little monotonous." 

*' I should imagine a life so active as 
yours would be free from any feeling of 
dulness." 

" How do you know I am active ? " she 
asked, turning to him with a smile, as she 
closed her sunshade and used it for a walk- 
ing-stick. 

** Oh ! a very small degree of observa- 
tion would enable one to perceive that 
much, even if your Herr papa had not 
detailed all your business abilities to me 
as he was kindly showing me the photo- 
graphs this — " 
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** Did my father show you the photos ? " 
interrupted his companion quickly, with an 
uneasiness she could not quite repress. 

** He did," returned Steinhausen with 
significance, and looking full into her eyes. 
Lies, blushing deeply, turned away as if 
annoyed, and the Rittmeister, after an 
instant s pause, continued in a lower tone, 
" I must entreat pardon for what miay have 
seemed to you indiscreet curiosity ; I shall 
be more prudent in future, more absolutely 
obedient to your tacitly-expressed wish : 
hereafter, perhaps — " 

"Say no more — speak of something 
else," she interrupted hastily, and a silence 
of some minutes ensued. 

At last, with a frank, pleasant laugh, 
Steinhausen exclaimed, ** How difficult it 
is to avoid any one forbidden subject, and 
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when there are two or three a fellow does 
not know where to turn ; I dare not speak 
of war, or Prussia, or Saxony, or my own 
impressions, or, worst deprivation of all, 
your" — he paused, as if with difficulty 
suppressing some epithet — ** yourself." 

** If the effort to find conversation is 
so trying," said Lies, with an arch smile 
'* and it must be, pray do not punish your- 
self; go on — I shall sit here in the shade; 
and, at least, you can have the freedom of 
your own thoughts." 

" No, no ! certainly not," cried Stein- 
hausen, eagerly, ** unless you absolutely 
object to my company. Let me walk with 
you — to-morrow you will be free from the 
presence of the detested Prussian ; but to- 
day — let me enjoy to-day, come what will 
to-morrow." 
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There was a touch of passionate 
entreaty in his tones that, perhaps, reached 
his listener's heart, for although she made 
no reply, she turned her eyes to his with 
a wondering, yet not unkindly expression, 
and breathed a slight sigh as her glance 
sank under his. 

" Now," continued the Rittmeister, '' as 
I have confessed the poverty of ideas, will 
you not come to my aid ? the word stands 
with you." 

With a quick, arch nod, she said, 
*' Have you ever been in England — thaty 
surely, is safe ? " 

Steinhausen laughed. ** No, I have 
not ; have you ? " 

'^ Yes." 

" When, may I ask ? " 

" About two years ago." 
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" Did you like it ? " said the Rittmeister, 
recovering his equanimity sufficiently to 
light a fresh cigar. 

" In some ways, yes ; in others, not at 
all." 

" What displeased the gnadige Frau ? " 

She looked up quickly for an instant 
and replied, **The life is somewhat tire- 
some ; people are always en grand toilette^ 
and the eating is such a solemn under- 
taking, and so punctual — no one dares 
to be two minutes late ; and, although 
women are freer, and seem to have more 
power than here, I do not think they are 
really any more loved or respected. Then 
there is great coldness between the ser- 
vants and the Herrschaften, and the thea- 
tres are not good ; no one goes out in the 
evening — in the country, at least ; but 
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the houses are charming, and the gardens ; 
the people, too, are very friendly to those 
they like. But conversation is always 
difficult to a foreigner, because, as you 
observed of forbidden subjects, every topic 
that touches religion is almost impossible 
for a stranger, from the mediaeval style of 
English thought — but in all other things 
what a practical, unsentimental people ! " 

She spoke with a certain persistence, as 
if determined to keep the talk to herself, 
but she came to a halt at last. 

**Two years ago," repeated the Ritt- 
meister, somewhat irrelevantly. His 
thoughts, though he had listened to her 
quiet, pleasant voice, with full attention, 
had yet been occupied with the ques- 
tion. If, two years ago, she was away in 
England, when did this unfortunate mar- 
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riage of hers take place? Surely not 
previously — she would have been too 
young ; and if since, and her husband was 
dead, she could hardly yet have left off her 
widow's mourning ! 

" Two years ago ! Was it, then, a wed- 
ding journey ? " 

The lady blushed crimson. ** Herr Ritt- 
mcister forgets his self-imposed discre- 
tion," she said coldly ; *' all personal and 
offensive subjects were to be avoided." 

" A thousand pardons," he returned 
earnestly, and, thinking he saw her eyes 
full of tears, he mentally swore at himself 
as an unfeeling brute for his inconsiderate 
curiosity. " I will not again offend, but," 
pressing his hand on his breast, " if I 
could lay my heart open before you, you 
would, perhaps, find the interest you 
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choose to term idle curiosity, neither 
impertinent nor unpardonable." There 
was force and dignity in his gesture, but 
his companion made no reply, and after 
walking a few paces in silence, Stein- 
hausen asked with a smile, ** May I be 
permitted to say that I much wish I could 
inspect the Dresden Gallery ? " 

"No," returned Lies, struggling to sup- 
press an answering smile ; "to mention 
the few possessions left to us defeated 
Saxons only suggests our losses and your 
gains for centuries." 

" Ah ! I could answer that." 

" If you will, but I shall wish you good- 
morning." 

" But, Gnadige, suppose I chose to keep 
you company ; how would you get rid of 
me?" he exclaimed, a little irritated by 
her composure. 
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" Oh ! some things are impossible to a 
gentleman, and, I presume, H^rr Ritt- 
meister von Steinhausen, of the Prussian 
army, is a gentleman ? " 

" I hope so," said Steinhausen, with a 
laugh that sounded a little hard. " But 
under the gentleman lies the original man, 
and some things, sweet Saxon, try and 
tempt a man sorely." 

She glanced up at him with a surprised, 
frightened look in the large, earnest blue 
eyes, that made her companion's heart beat 
much faster than was necessary ; the look 
was momentary, and she said very coolly, 
** We do not seem successful in avoiding 
forbidden subjects ; try another, Herr Ritt- 
meister." 

He laughed partly at her remark, partly 
at his own longing to take her in his arms 
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and deal out a liberal punishment in kisses, 
and the idea of her indignation could she 
have divined his thoughts. 

**Wcll, then, what shall it be? Oh! 
Italy ; have you ever travelled in Italy ? " 

** No ; have you ? " 

*' Yes, about three years ago ; " and, 
anxious to recover any ground he might 
have lost, Steinhausen spoke well and 
pleasantly, though always with a tinge of 
cynicism, of his Italian experiences. He 
found an intelligent and cultivated listener, 
and the peace, or truce, between them was 
not infringed for the remainder of their 
walk. Often the memory of that pleasant 
hour came back to the Rittmeister in far 
different scenes — the little wooded ravine, 
debouching on the rich green fields and 
linden-trees of the river-side ; the sweet, 
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soft air, the song of a soaring lark, the 
peaceful, utter stillness around them, as if 
they alone inhabited the earth, a new 
Adam and Eve, though Adam in glittering 
I lussar trappings was slightly incongruous ; 
the more natural tone of his companion, 
whose guarded coldness sensibly melted 
away in the interest of the conversation. 
Then what sweet, long glances he occa- 
sionally received, what pleasant glimpses 
of a charmingly white, well-turned throat 
and pretty pink ear he caught when, with 
half-averted head and downcast eyes, she 
listened gravely to some description or 
theory, which latter she generally disputed. 
But, alas ! pleasant things never last ; and 
it seemed to Steinhausen that before he 
had said half he had to say, or made half 
enough of this blessed opportunity, they 
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came to a bifurcation of the path — one 
leading up-hill to the villa, the other away 
to the river's edge. 

** If you follow this path," said Frau or 
Fraulein Lies, ** you can get a very charm- 
ing peep at Pillnitz, our king's summer 
palace, or — " 

** Oh, by all means let us take the river- 
side in our ramble," interrupted the Ritt- 
meister. 

** Yoti can, if you wish it. I must take 
the shortest way back. I have already 
been too long absent." 

Steinhausen s only reply was to turn 
with her, keeping close by her side on the 
homeward road. The conversation thus 
suddenly broken off he found it unaccount- 
ably difficult to recommence. The con- 
sciousness that every step was bringing 
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this delightful tete-a-tete to a close fevered 
and embarrassed him by the eagerness 
with which he sought an excuse to prolong 
it. **And to-morrow," he exclaimed ab- 
ruptly, apropos to nothing — " to-morrow 
I must go." 

** I suppose so," said Lies, calmly. " The 
previous detachments quartered upon us 
have only spent one night at Villa Belle - 
vue." 

" And," added Steinhausen, " you no 
doubt think that long enough." 

** I did not say so," was the rejoinder. 

** You said last night," began the Ritt- 
meister, growing desperate as they ap- 
proached the grounds of the villa — "you 
said that perhaps we might meet at Berlin. 
Probably the gnadige Frau has a deeper 
knowledge of us objectionable Prussians 
than I at first imagined." 
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She turned her eyes full upon him — 
clear, quiet eyes. ** Your people are the 
first Prussians I ever spoke to." 

He shrugged his shoulders. ** May I 
hope you do not wish us to be the last ? " 

** Personalities again, Herr Rittmeister ! " 
she said, with an arch smile. ** Let us 
finish our walk without a breach of condi- 



tions." 



*' Some subjects attract like a loadstone," 
he replied; and this brought them to a 
side entrance of the garden. They were 
nearly across it before she spoke, and it 
was to say, " I will wish you good-day and 
*auf wiedersehen' — I must go to my 
office." 

« 

" What ! Are you — " he began. 
" I have an apartment — a little bureau, 
given to me — where I manage all my 



I 
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business; that is, all matters concerning 
my father's farm ; and there I must remain 
till I have atoned for this morning's idle- 
ness." 

They had reached a door opening on 
the courtyard, passing through which she 
turned, bowed, and, leaving the Rittmeister 
planted, she ran lightly up the steps where 
he had first seen her, and, turning at the 
top, bowed again. 

** Auf wiedersehen ! " cried Steinhausen 
from below. " We shall meet at dinner." 

She smiled, and vanished through the 
French window which led into her sanctum. 

Steinhausen stood a minute looking 
after her, then muttering to himself, 
**Gott! have I lost my senses?" went 
slowly into the house and ascended to 
his own chamber. 



MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW? 1 39 



CHAPTER V. 

TV TEARLY two hours intervened before 
•^ ^ the mid-day repast. They passed 
heavily to Steinhausen. He tried to write 
up his journal — to finish a letter begun 
the previous day ; he strolled across to the 
stables and round the garden, but to no 
purpose ; the only members of the family 
to be seen were Clarchen, who was too 
busy gathering greengages to respond to 
his advances, and Frau Ghering herself, 
who was knitting on the veranda, and 
she was as taciturn as ever. 

Burchardt and the Fahnrich returned 
from their expedition in high spirits, with 
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various good stories of their friend s adven-. 
lures on the march through Bohemia. 
They first bored their superior officer, and 
then mortally offended him by some in- 
discreet questions and suggestions as to 
how he had passed the morning. They 
understood the Rittmeister, however, and 
readily dropped a subject unwelcome to 
their slightly overbearing comrade. At 
last they were summoned to table. Here 
matters were scarce improved. The Ritt- 
meister was placed on Frau Ghering*s 
right hand, and Frau or Fraulein Lies 
was seated between her father and that 
beer-drinking brute Burchardt. She smiled 
upon him, too, and listened to him with 
more frankness and favor than she had 
yet shown any of them, hardly bestowing 
a look or a word upon Steinhausen ; in- 
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deed, she said very lltde. Burchardt and 
the Herr Amtmann did nearly all the talk- 
ing. They had got on a most interesting 
and happily neutral topic — the relative 
merits of German and Hungarian horses. 
They grew excited, told various thrilling 
anecdotes, and supported their opinions 
with much strength of lung, if not of logic, 
under cover of which Clarchen and the 
young Fahnrich planned, in low tones, 
how she was to try a spare horse of his, 
which he was sure would carry a lady, if 
only the Frau Mutter would consent. 

This scheme was overheard by Stein- 
hausen, who, too cross to talk himself, 
listened with keen attention to what was 
going on all round him. The elder sister 
finally caught some stra^ words, which 
betrayed the nefarious design. 
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'* Clarchen," she said, in a low but 
peculiar tone, "I hoped your loyalty would 
have been proof even against pleasure." 

The little sister blushed crimson, held 
down her head, and became suddenly 
silent. The words were meant for her 
ear alone, but they also reached those of 
the watchful Rittmeister, who, divining 
their import, with an impulse of irritation 
laughed scornfully, as he remarked " that 
the young Fraulein had not yet reached 
the age at which prejudice hardened into 
consistency." 

At last the repast was over, ceremonious 
bows and murmured ** Gesegnete Mahl- 
zeit" exchanged. Lies slid quietly from 
the room, and at the same time the Amt- 
mann seized Steinhausen's arm. 

'* Now, Herr Rittmeister, I am at your 
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service. We will make a little tour of the 
* Gut/ and I will fully explain my princi- 
ples of management." 

The pleasant little gentleman, rubbing 
his hands, stood, his head slightly on one 
side, bright, alert, and brim-full of useful 
hints wherewith to enlighten his friend the 
enemy. 

Irritated and disgusted as he was, Stein- 
hausen could not help unbending to the 
simple, kindly, well-bred country gentle- 
man. 

" You are very friendly, Herr Amt- 
mann," he returned, graciously. " I hope 
I do not trespass too much upon your 
precious time." 

"By no means — by no means! This 
way, Herr Rittmeister. Permit me to 
direct you." 
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For nearly two hours did Steinhausen 
perambulate the various enclosures of 
Herr Amtmann's " Gut," and enter eagerly 
into his host's explanations. The farm 
had, indeed, every requisite, save water; 
and this the Amtmann had intended to 
supply by machinery, already purchased, 
and placed in a small building beside a 
deep well which lay at the foot of the hill ; 
but the breaking out of the war, and the 
consequent absorption of skilled laborers 
in the army, had arrested the work, and 
the good judge's outlay had been hitherto 
unproductive. *' A sad loss to me, my 
dear sir," concluded the little man, ** for 
it will be some time before I bring matters 
into working-order; and- Lies, too, she 
feels it much — this delay." 

At last the judge's exhaustive exposition 
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of his system, his small economies and 
larger outlays, his checks here, his disci- 
pline there, came to an end. The precious 
hour of repose was over, and von Stein- 
hausen was pleased to think it must be 
time for afternoon coffee — not that his 
inspection of Herr Ghering's farm was de- 
void of interest to him — like most Ger- 
mans of his age and standing, he looked 
forward to the time when, his soldiering 
days over, he would turn for occupation 
and interest to the pursuits of a country 
gentleman. Still, it was much more agree- 
able to sit in the shady veranda, and sip 
the fragrant coffee handed to him by his 
fair antagonist. 

The two gentlemen found all the party, 
including the dog, Nero, assembled in 
this favorite resting-place. Lieutenant 
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Burchardt was chaffing Clarchen about the 
projected ride which did not come off, in 
which amusement von Planitz assisted ; the 
little Bachfischchen was evidently vexed 
and ill-at-ease, looking to her sister for 
help, but the latter was absorbed in the 
task of pouring out and distributing the 
coffee, and took no notice of the mute 
appeal. 

Steinhausen looked on in silence for a 
few moments, until he mastered the situa- 
tion. " So you did not accomplish your 
excursion, Fraulein Clara," he said at last, 
slowly stirring his cup of coffee. ** The 
Frau sister would not permit such tamper- 
ing with the foe, eh ! mein Fraulein ? she 
would like to train the little one in the 
way she should go — nicht wahr, meine 
Gnadige ? " 
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" I would not teach any thing save loy- 
alty," returned the elder sister, gravely, 
offering the speaker a plate of biscuits — 
which Nero, by a sudden importunate 
movement, nearly upset. 

** Ah ! loyalty ; it is a noble quality," 
said Steinhausen, absently. He had 
started from his seat to assist in saving 
the biscuits, and, in so doing, inadvertently 
caught the soft, white hand he had just 
been admiring, in his own : the touch was 
electric — for an instant his thoughts were 
in a whirl — the next, he began to hope 
that, perhaps, the orders which he was to 
await at Bergfelder would not come till to- 
morrow evening, and so he might have 
more time — for what? he scarce knew 
himself! He began to tell Lies of his 
walk through the farm with her father. 
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She said little — having taken up a piece 
of elaborate embroidery, on which her eyes 
were fixed. Suddenly the old servant, 
Hans, presented himself. "An orderly 
wishes to speak to Herr Rittmeister." 

" Oh ! bring him in, bring him in," cried 
the master of the house, who was in the 
highest good-humor after the delightful 
occupation of the afternoon. 

"Through the garden, Hans," said the 
young directress of the house, quietly, but 
emphatically. Von Steinhausen turned his 
eyes on her, and their expression of min- 
gled resentment and reproach showed her 
that he thought she shrank from permit- 
ting their salon to be polluted by the pres- 
ence of a Prussian trooper soldier; this 
was not what she meant, and feeling it was 
not possible to explain, an inexplicable 
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sensation of annoyance brought the color 
to her cheek in a quick, flitting blush, 
•which did not escape Steinhausen*s obser- 
vation, even while he seemed only to see 
the dusty, travel-stained trooper who now 
ascended the steps, and, saluting, handed 
a despatch to the Rittmeister. 

Steinhausen took it, broke the seal, and 
opening it, glanced at the contents, a look 
of fierce discontent darkening his brow as 
he read ; then, crushing it somewhat in his 
hand, said to his brother officers, — 

"We march early to-morrow, gentle- 
men. We must be in Dresden by noon." 
Then, to the soldier, "You can go. I 
have no further orders." 

" Hans, take him to the kitchen ; give 
him food and drink," said kindly Frau 
Ghering, 
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** March to-morrow ! " cried Burchardt. 
" Gott ! that is a misfortune ! One would 
like to rest a month long in such a heaven- 
ly house as yours, gnadige Frau." 

** And no chance for a ride now, lieber 
Fraulein," said the Fahnrich to Clarchen. 

" Does any other party succeed to 
yours ? " asked Lies. 

" Ach ! I am sorry," exclaimed the hos- 
pitable Gerichtsamtmann. " We shall not 
soon find gentlemen so courteous and 
accommodating as yourselves ; " to which 
civility Burchardt made a suitable reply, 
and some talk ensued, unheeded by Stein- 
hausen, who was sunk in profoundest 
silence. 

This order shattered his half-formed 
plans : it forced him to turn his back on 
the first morsel of real, vivid interest and 
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delight that he had tasted for years, to 
forego the elucidation of the mystery which 
tantalized and attracted him. It seemed a 
lifetime since the same fierce eagerness 
had thrilled his nerves, and it came back 
to him like renewed youth, A question 
from the judge broke the spell and com- 
pelled his attention. 

** Pardon me ! I did not hear." 

** I merely asked if the view from the 
balcony above answers your expectations, 
Herr Rittmeister?" 

"What view?" asked Steinhausen, 
quickly. ** I have not yet had a chance 
of seeing it." 

*'Why, Lies," cried her father, impa- 
tiently, " why did you neglect my request? 
Now, perhaps, the Rittmeister may leave 
without seeing the best view from the villa 
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or from anywhere else in the neighbor- 
hood. Please conduct him at once to the 
upper balcony. I would gladly accompany 
you; but letters I have neglected this 
afternoon must be written, and — pray do 
not miss this fine sunset." 

Lies rose silently, hesitated an instant, 
and then, bowing to Steinhausen, led the 
way through the salon to a staircase 
ascending to the first floor. Here the 
Prussian officer exclaimed, ** I believe it 
would only be polite in me to relieve you 
from the performance of a task so evi- 
dently unwelcome ; but — I should like 
to see the view of which your father 
spoke. " 

*' It is no unwelcome task to show you 
the beauties of a land so little esteemed 
by your countrymen.*' 
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" Little esteemed ! Why do you say 
so?" 

"That is of no consequence. Pray 
follow me, and confess that Saxony at 
least has beauty of which you cannot 
deprive her." 

She smiled as she spoke with some- 
thing of jest and earnest, preceding him 
upstairs and through another salon which 
Steinhausen had not yet seen. 

The long French windows of this apart- 
ment opened on a balcony which ran along 
the north side of the house, and, passing 
through one of them. Lies leant against 
the balustrade, and with a silent but ex- 
pressive gesture stretched out her hand 
towards the wide landscape, and then let 
it slowly fall to her side. 

Pre-occupied as Steinhausen was by his 
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eagerness to improve this probably last 
tete-a-tete with the object of his admiration, 
he was for a few seconds riveted by the 
unusual beauty of the view before him. 
Below rolled the broad silver ** silent high- 
way" of the Elbe. A wide-spreading 
plain to the left was sprinkled with vil- 
lages, each clustering round church or 
tower; and far away the domes and 
steeples of the capital were dimly discerni- 
ble. At the other side of the river the 
banks stretched more or less steeply up to 
the forest heights, which again led up 
to the Bohemian mountains ; and to the 
right, like isolated giants, stood the rocky 
masses of the Sillenstein, and the royal, 
fortress-crowned Konigstein, all steeped in 
the golden haze of a glowing autumnal 
sunset, all sleeping in a stillness so pro- 
found as almost to be felt. 



MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW f IS 5 

Steinhauscn looked at the fair scene in 
silence, and the grave expression of his 
companion's face deepened and softened 
into sadness. She leant her elbows on 
the parapet, and rested her cheek on her 
clasped hands. At length a low sigh, un- 
consciously breathed, struck on the Ritt- 
meister s ear. He turned his dark, stern 
eyes upon the figfure beside him. 

** To-morrow," he began, in a softer 
tone than usual, and paused — ** to-mor- 
row, then, I leave Bergfelder, and perhaps 
may never again behold this loveliness." 
(Hers or that of the scenery ?) '* Tell 
me, now that I am a moment alone with 
you, why you hate me and all Prussians. 
There is much I want to ask; but this 
first." 

* * I do not hate you ; why should I hate 
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an unoffending stranger? Your nation! 
Well, I do not love it." 

"Why?" asked Steinhausen; receiving 
no answer, he repeated, *' Why ? " 

" Surely," cried Lies, quickly, raising 
her head and looking full at him, "you 
can answer that question yourself ! Herr 
von Steinhausen is sufficiently well read 
to be able to recall the historical facts of 
centuries past — from the old Brandenburg 
days and the Seven Years* war, down to 
the present unhappy struggle, Prussian 
policy has always been the same, aggres- 
sion and annexation ! " 

Steinhausen laughed. "What can you 
expect ? " he said ; " ours is no saintly 
sphere of impossible virtue, but a world 
of ordinary humanity, where might makes 
indefeasible right ! " 
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" It IS a robber's maxim," said Lies, 
haughtily, and turning, stepped back into 
the salon. 

Steinhausen followed sharply, placing 
himself between her and the door ; Lies 
stopped in some surprise. 

** Is that all ! Have you no more to 
advance against us ? " 

" I have, perhaps, already said too 
much, considering what hospitality de- 
mands," she replied. 

" Hospitality ! meine Gnadige," ex- 
claimed the Rittmeister, with a provoking 
laugh, ** do you not mistake the position ? 
We are not here by invitation, but in 
obedience to our general's order — as 
victors! It is true, we have been well 
received and entertained, but, had it been 
otherwise, we should have taken all we 
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required and more ; as conquerors we are 
masters — at least, for the present." 

Lies looked at him astonished, as if she 
could not, at once, quite comprehend the 
brutality of this speech ; then the sensitive 
lips began to quiver, and in spite of her 
proud carriage, the large blue eyes were 
suddenly suffused with indignant tears. 
"Let me pass," she said, "you are — " 
she stopped; Steinhausen finished the 
sentence for her — " a rude barbarian ! " 
and he placed himself resolutely against 
the door. 

" Yes ! you are so earnest yourself that 
you take my half jest seriously ; will you 
believe my whole earnest?" he went on 
eagerly, hurried by an impulse he felt was 
utter folly, yet which he could not resist. 
" I cannot, and will not, leave you without 
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some explanation — some solution of the 
doubts which are so maddening ! Do you 
not see you have cast a spell upon me? 
Short as the time is, resent the avowal as 
you may, I must and will tell you that I 
love you — love you intensely." He tried 
to take her hand. 

'* On twenty-four hours' acquaintance ! " 
she replied, with good-humored mockery, 
although she turned very pale and looked 
anxiously at the door. 

'*You dare not scorn the feeling you 
have evoked," exclaimed Steinhausen, 
quickly ; then, seeing the alarm that 
would speak in her eyes in spite of her 
efforts to seem coldly calm, ** Lieber 
Gott," he continued, " you do not fear 
me ! Sweetest ! best ! I love you, I 
would not disturb or distress you for 
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worlds ; if — if you are free, do not re- 
ject me! Nay, let me hold your hand 
one moment," resolutely catching and 
kissing it ; " and if — as from what I 
can gather may be the case — you are 
unhappily linked to one who cannot ap- 
preciate the treasure fortune has given 
him, let me atone for the past ! the bonds 
must be strong indeed if love and daring 
such as mine cannot break them : tell me 
truly, are you free ? " 

** I am not, Herr Rittmeister," said Lies, 
greatly disturbed, ** and even if I were — 
this is madness ! " 

** There is, perhaps, a tinge of madness 
in it," returned Steinhausen, still holding 
her hand ; '' but there is truth and reality 
in it also," he urged, growing more eager 
as she shrank from his advances. ** I must 
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tear myself away to-morrow ; but let me 
write to you! Leave me some straw to 
cling to ; I cannot lose you — I — " 

" Herr Rittmeister," interrupted Lies, 
collecting herself, and at last releasing her 
hand, "I cannot listen to such folly; if 
you think for an instant, you must see 
there is almost insult in such an abrupt 
avowal. I cannot imagine what has sug- 
gested such ideas as to my position ; 
surely my father has not been so impru- 
dent as to — but," interrupting herself, 
" even if you were not an utter stranger — 
an enemy — a man of whom I feel a sort 
of slight fear — I must not, dare not, 
listen to your words. Let me pass, and 
I will try and forget all this." 

Her words recalled Steinhausen to a 
sense of his own conduct. He saw he 
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had indeed overstepped the limits of 
good-breeding, but the check made him 
all the more earnest. '' Yes," he said, in 
a low tone, " I suppose I must seem in- 
sane to a calm, womanly woman like your- 
self ; yet the feelings you have roused are 
not unworthy of your acceptance. Surely 
you can imagine a nature different from 
your own — more eager, more impas- 
sioned, yet not less true. My better 
self craves for you. How can I con- 
vince you ? " 

" It is useless to pursue this argument," 
again interrupted Lies, her heart beating 
visibly under her muslin dress, and press- 
ing her hands together in an attitude of 
entreaty ; ** it is only painful and distress- 
ing. Even if I were inclined to listen to 
you, it would but add to my difficulties. 



MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW? 1 63 

I," — breaking off and resuming quickly 
— "I cannot believe a sudden whim can 
cause any real grief, though there is truth 
in your voice. I am sorry, very, very 
sorry, to cause you a moment's pain ; 
but," — smiling, while the large tears 
hung on her eyelashes — ** I have no 
doubt some good and fair Prussian will 
be all to you that I must not be." She 
held out her hand to him, and then 
snatching it back, as if she had yielded 
too much, pressed her handkerchief to 
her eyes, now brimming over. ** Let me 
go," she said, entreatingly. 

" I must ; it is all over," returned Stein- 
hausen, gloomily, as he stepped aside. 
" Yet, no ; I will not renounce the hope 
of seeing you again — of ascertaining 
what barrier stands between me and hap- 
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piness." But Lies made no reply, and 
hurried away, more moved than she would 
have liked to own. 

The evening was dull enough. Frau 
Ghering apologized for her daughter's 
absence. " She had a bad headache," she 
said, ** and was unable to leave her room 
— the result, probably, of walking too 
much in the fierce sunshine." 

Again conversation was mainly kept up 
by the judge and Burchardt, while Stein- 
hausen, in the blackest of moods, inwardly 
cursed his own folly, first in permitting 
himself to be overpowered by so sudden 
a passion, and then for his mad, useless 
avowal, while he could only hope that 
some fresh fancy might soon drive the 
present keen disappointment out of his 
head or heart, or both. 
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Next morning did not fulfil the promise 
of the fine sunset ; lowering clouds and 
drizzling rain had changed the face of 
nature into accordance with von Stein- 
hausen s mood. His brother officers 
openly avowed their regret at having to 
leave such pleasant quarters, and proved 
their enjoyment of a good breakfast by 
prolonging that meal till the trumpet sum- 
moned them to " mount and ride." The 
young Fahnrich did not fail to** annex" 
Clarchen's photograph ; but, with more 
than ordinary Prussian honesty, left his 
own in its place. 

The eldest daughter was not well 
enough yet to appear at breakfast ; but 
just as the Hussars were ready to set 
forth, she came out on the steps before 
her own apartment to bid them a courte- 
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ous adieu. Burchardt and von Planitz 
bowed from the saddle ; Steinhausen 
pressed his spur till his horse was close 
enough to the steps where Lies stood. 
" Your hand," he said, in a low tone, 
"your hand once more." She hesitated 
an instant, and then placed hers in his. 
" Au revoir'' said Steinhausen ; " it is not 
adieu, remember," And then, with a 
friendly salute to the rest of the party, 
he rode quickly after the others, who had 
already passed the gate. 

As they descended the hill Burchardt 
and Planitz chatted merrily, pleased at the 
idea of being quartered at Dresden, 
" though," added the latter, " we will not 
soon find better quarters than the Villa 
Bellevue. And that Clarchen ! she is a 
little darling. Do you know, Rittmeister, 
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I think she will be prettier -than her sister," 
continued the youthful Hussar, with an air 
of mature experience. 

Steinhausen muttered some unintelligi- 
ble reply, the tone of which was any thing 
but amiable. 

** Have you discovered if the fair Lies 
is married or single ? " asked Burchardt, 
unadvisedly. ** You were a long time in- 
specting that fine view from the balcony 
last evening." 

" I know nothing more than you do," 
replied Steinhausen, curtly. " It would 
be a bad return for such kind hospitality 
to intrude an idle curiosity on our hosts." 

" Ay, to be sure. Still, I am not a little 
curious. There," he continued quickly, 
** as good luck will have it, there is the 
Dorfschulze with whom we spoke yester- 
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day. He will know all about the family. 
Good day, Herr Schulze ! If you see 
the Herr Amtmann, give him a warm 
greeting from us ; and tell me now — you 
have known the family long, I suppose ? " 

" Ja wohl, mein Herr," from the bottom 
of his chest. Steinhausen, apparently 
occupied in pulling up his stirrup-leather, 
listened eagerly. 

" Is the eldest daughter married ? " 

'*The eldest daughter?" repeated the 
old man, who seemed not over bright. 
" Ja, gewiss ! (certainly) — the poor child ! 
She was married to her cousin, the Haupt- 
mann — Herr Hauptmann Ghering." 

** Come on ! " cried Steinhausen, fiercely. 
** Why stand in the rain to hear the maun- 
derings of that stupefied blockhead ? " 

" Married ! I cannot understand it," 
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said Burchardt, pressing his horse to come 
up with his comrades. ** I do not believe 
the old fellow knows what he is talking 
about." 

" Understand ! No," laughed the Fahn- 
rich. " I fancy the Fates are against our 
ever solving the question whether our 
charming hostess is maid, wife, or widow." 

"Fate or no fate, I will find out the 
truth yet," said Steinhausen to himself. 

Quickening their pace, the officers gal- 
loped on to overtake the squadron, and 
Villa Bellevue, with its mystery and its 
charms, was among the things of the past. 



PART II. 
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CHAPTER I. 

TT was Sylvester-abend of that terrible 
■*• winter when the great German army 
lay before Paris, and the Ice King sent his 
blinding snow and crippling frost to be- 
siegers and besieged alike. 

Away in North Germany the irresistible 
monarch had spread his white mantle over 
field and forest and mountain, and the 
snow lay deep in the narrow, roughly- 
paved streets of a small country town on 
the frontier of Saxony, kindly softening 
the noise of vehicles and the tramp of 
horses to the suffering patients of the 
Lazaret, which had, since the war, been 



174 MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW f 

established in a large open space beyond 
where the walls once stood, and where the 
breezes swept down, pure and unadulte- 
rated, from the Riesengebirge. Bernstadt 
had once been an important border fortress, 
but its walls had been long since levelled, 
and its present status, though not insignifi- 
cant, was now only due to its position as 
the centre of a rich agricultural district 
and a linen-manufacturing population. 

The first consignment of wounded, after 
the earlier conflicts of Weissenburg and 
Woerth, had nearly all recovered and dis- 
persed — those fit for active service to 
rejoin their respective regiments. Even 
of the second batch after Sedan not many 
were left; and, of these, all sufficiently 
convalescent to be permitted such dissipa- 
tion were assembled at the house of Herr 
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Gerhardt Werner, the wealthy Burgo- 
meister of Bernstadt, who on this New 
Year's eve held high festivity in his fine 
old mansion in the market-place, which, 
with its wide staircase, all panelled and 
carved with wreaths of flowers, its large, 
well-proportioned rooms and wide land- . 
ings, was especially suited for entertain ' 
ments. 

From almost every house lights streamed 
out over the snow and sparkled on the 
frosted trees. Music and song and 
laughter thrilled through the keen air, 
while countless stars looked down over all 
from a deep steel-blue sky, intensified by 
bright moonlight. 

The country had begun to breathe after 
the tremendous strain and triumph of the 
last six months, and though many a sad 
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heart wept for the loved and lost, the 
general tone was joyous and exulting. 

Two officers, wrapped in their large 
cloaks, walked briskly from the gates of 
the Lazaret past the Lyceum and the line 
of trees, where the ramparts once stood, 
towards the winding, narrow street which 
led to the market-place. 

** What a glorious night ! " exclaimed 
the tallest of the two. **The air, too, is 
life-giving. I feel * myself again to-night 
for the first time since that Turco's cursed 
sabre laid me low. I may report myself 
fit for service again in a week or two." 

'* Well, I feel rather shaky still," replied 
the other, who was considerably shorter 
and stouter. '* A fever such as mine takes 
more out of a fellow than the bullet that 
caused it. But I am wonderfully stronger 



MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW? 1/7 

since I came up here, and all the better 
for meeting my old comrade. When you 
left us after our Bohemian campaign, and 
retired to the paternal acres, I thought I 
had lost sight of you altogether. But 
such a call to arms as ours would hav^ 
roused a German bear, if there was one 
left, even from his winter sleep." 

" Yes," said his companion, ** I had 
become almost broken-in to the half dead- 
and-alive life and the loneliness of a 
remote Schloss like mine, when the call 
came and set my blood aflame. My only 
regret was that I could not join my old 
regiment." 

'' It has been a fight of giants this time," 
resumed the second speaker, after a short 
pause, as they turned into the shadow of 
a small street, crunching the crisp snow 
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beneath their even tread. **Wliy, our 
Bohemian experience was child's play to 
this ; and yet — " 

" How well those Saxons fight ! " in- 
terrupted the other, speaking more to 
himself than his companion. - Then and 
now. And their prince — he is a fine 
fellow." 

*' He is. Ach, mein Gott ! how it all 
comes back, Steinhausen. Our hot, dusty 
march through the Bohemian hills, and 
then our rest at that delightful Saxon villa. 
I always remember it as the most perfect 
house in the world. What was the name 
of the people ? " 

** Ghering," returned Steinhausen. 

"Ay, Ghering. I wonder, now, was 
that pretty daughter married or not. Did 
you ever hear of them again ? " 
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" Never ! " was the somewhat emphatic 
answer, '* though I tried to get some tid- 
ings. After the regiment left Saxony I 
was called away by business to Pomerania, 
and then to Vienna. About six months 
after we had bid good-by to Villa Belle- 
vue I wrote to the excellent Herr Amt- 
mann, but he never took any notice of 
my communication. Then various matters 
occupied me, and the sharp outlines of 
my first impression faded. About a year 
and a half later I was in Dresden, and 
made a pilgrimage to the villa, but they 
were all gone ; the garden was a neglected 
wilderness, and a gang of workmen were 
pulling the house to pieces to enlarge it. 
No one could tell me what had become of 
the family. They had left a year before, 
and were much regretted, especially the 
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* Gnadige/ who was married, according to 
one old crone, and single, according to 
another. I had not heart to ask much or 
stay long. That is all I have ever heard." 

" Little enough," said the other (our 
former acquaintance, Burchardt). ** I think 
I have heard of a young Lieutenant Ghe- 
ring, who distinguished himself at St. 
Privat — a Saxon officer." 

" Some relation, probably," said Stein- 
hausen ; and they walked on in silence for 
some minutes, till, turning into the mar- 
ket-place, they found themselves before 
the open door of the Burgomeister's 
house, from which a long stream of light 
fell upon the snow, and even on the 
quaint carvings of the opposite houses. 

**The worthy Burgomeister is holding 
high revels," said Burchardt, laughing, as 
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he looked up at a row of windows over 
the entrance, against the blinds of which 
the strong light within threw the varied 
shadows of the guests as they moved to 
and fro. "We convalescents must be 
prudent, for they say his wine is of the 
rarest, and his hospitality most pressing." 

So saying, both officers stepped into the 
hall, and were immediately assisted by 
deferential servants to remove their cloaks, 
and ushered into a handsome dining-room, 
where the Burgomeister and his wife re- 
ceived their guests, and which opened 
into a spacious salon beyond, where dan- 
cing had already begun with much spirit. 

The new arrivals were greeted with 
great cordiality and respect. Numerous 
introductions, which always in Germany 
are the opening ceremony of any social 
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meeting, followed. On the invitation of 
the host, the officers laid aside their 
swords and helmets; but reluctantly de- 
clined, in obedience to the doctor's injunc- 
tions, to join the dancers. 

'* Then," said the host, a jovial, portly 
man, with curly fair hair and red mus- 
tache, " perhaps the Herr Major and you, 
Herr Rittmeister, would like to go upstairs 
to the card-room ? You will find some of 
your friends there. Allow me." 

And as Steinhausen and Burchardt 
bowed their assent, he passed on and led 
them upstairs to a suite of rooms, some of 
which were evidently bedchambers, deco- 
rated for the occasion. More introduc- 
tions and bowings, friendly recognitions 
and congratulations. At last the attentive 
host arranged a whist-table for his honored 
guests. 
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'* You have a large assemblage to- 
night," said Steinhausen, as they waited 
for the fourth of their party, who had 
been arrested on his way to the card- 
table by a lady of large proportions and 
pretensions, with whom he exchanged 
many deferential salutations. " I see, no 
doubt, all the rank and beauty of Bern- 
stadt." 

" Ja, gewiss ! " replied the Burgomeister, 
rubbing his hands with much satisfaction, 
** and many families from the neighbor- 
hood also. We have Saxons, Prussians, 
Bohemians, and a few Russians present 
this evening. You see, Herr Major, 
Bernstadt is in a corner, and has three 
different nationalities close by. I must 
present some of the most distinguished 
to you, mein Herr, before we light up 
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the Christbaum after supper; but here 
is Herr Doctor. I will keep you no 
longer from your game," and, on hos- 
pitable thoughts intent, he turned away. 

The whist party were soon occupied 
with their game, but not so absorbingly 
as to prevent a good deal of talk between 
the deals and rubbers. The first game 
was nearly over: Steinhausen had just 
sorted his cards, when, raising his eyes, 
they fell upon a gentleman, in civil attire 
certainly, but unmistakably a soldier from 
his bearing, standing in the doorway 
opposite. While Steinhausen looked, he 
turned and walked across the room, and 
the Major perceived that his right coat- 
sleeve was empty from below where the 
elbow ought to have been. The face — 
a broad, strong, sensible countenance, with 
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honest-looking brown eyes, seemed ([uite 
familiar to Steinhausen. Another mo- 
ment's thought, and the water-color por- 
trait which had interested him so painfully 
during his short but memorable stay at 
Villa Bellevue, came back distinctly to his 
mind's eye. Yes ! it was the original of 
that well-remembered picture who had 
just passed ; if so, where then was his 
wife or fiancee ? Von Steinhausen felt as 
if there had been no cessation in his in- 
terest and curiosity since he had spurred 
his horse in bitter impatience, and with 
a sense of defeat, away from the sleepy 
little village of Bergfelder, so vividly did 
the old feelings spring again into being 
at this unexpected rencontre. His first 
impulse was to call Burchardt's attention 
to this one-armed stranger ; but he recol- 
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lected in time that probably his comrade 
had never seen or noticed the picture. 
** Pray, Herr Doctor," he said, turning 
slightly in his chair, **who is the gentle- 
man who has just passed ? I think I 
know his face." 

" Which ? " said the doctor, throwing 
down the ace of hearts with a triumphant 
thump. 

" Oh, a man that has lost his arm ; 
there he is, talking to a lady with the 
Tower of Babel in curls on her head." 

" Oh, that man ! No ! I don't know 
him ; he is a stranger ; the Burgomeister 
has a mixed gathering to-night. He must 
come from a distance ; he is no Bern- 

m 

stadter." 

Von Steinhausen forced himself to give 
his full attention to the game. Time 
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enough to hunt up the stranger after- 
wards. No one would leave till after mid- 
night, and the first greetings of the new 
year. But though Steinhausen played 
well, and won the game, his fancy teemed 
with images of the past and conjectures 
of the future. Was he really to meet the 
Saxon heroine who had so charmed him, 
as the wife of another ? And if so, how 
would she receive him? Looking back 
after the lapse of a few years, and in the 
coolness of retrospection, he confessed to 
himself that the fiery impulse he had per- 
mitted to master him must have seemed 
a little like insanity to the object of his 
adoration. Still his heart beat quickly as 
he rose from the table the winner of nearly 
a thaler (stakes were not high in Bern- 
stadt) , and looked round for some one to 
question. 
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The gentleman who had roused tliese 
' memories had disappeared. " Burchardt," 
said Major von Steinhausen, " I wish you 
would try to find out who it is that is 
minus his arm, though a civilian. I fancy 
he is connected with our Bergfelder 
friends." 

"Is it possible ! " cried Burchardt, with 
much animation. " How ! Why do you 
think so ? " 

" I will tell you after," returned his 
friend. " Come, let us have a look at the 
dancers." 

He caught a glimpse of himself, as he 
spoke, in a long glass, and thought, " My 
fair foe must have a good memory if she 
recognizes me," for the reflection given 
back was of a tall figure, considerably 
thinner, paler, more gaunt-looking than of 
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old, with a thick black beard covering the 
lower part of his face. 

The ball-room was now quite full, and 
the company, therein assembled was whirl- 
ing and floating to the sound of the *' Blue 
Danube " waltz, and for a few minutes 
Burchardt and Steinhausen looked on : 
then the former moved away to speak to 
some acquaintance, and von Steinhausen, 
sunk in deep thought, saw the forms of 
the dancers as if in a dream. Suddenly 
the Burgomeister spoke to him. 

"They keep it up gayly, Herr Major," 
he said. " I think we have a good show 
of beauty. I wish you could join them. 
The fairest maiden of them all would be 
pleased to have one of the heroes of 
Sedan for a cavalier." 

" That pleasure is impossible for me, 
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Herr Burgomeister," returned Steinhausen, 
gravely. " But tell me who is the gentle- 
man I observed upstairs, a soldierly-look- 
ing man, though in civil dress, who has 
lost an arm ? " 

" Oh ! that is a Saxon neighbor of 
ours — a relation of my wife's — Herr 
Hauptmann Ghering ; he is here with his 
wife and sister, I think, a young lady who 
is on a visit with them." 

" Indeed." 

"Yes, both handsome women. They 
are dancing now. There, that is Frau 
Ghering just passing with the Forst-in- 
spector." 

Two ladies, each with a partner in the 
green forester's uniform, waltzed round at 
that moment, and Steinhausen's doubts 
were at last thoroughly set at rest. He 
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would have known the pliant, rounded 
figure, the graceful turn of the head, the 
simple coiffure, anywhere. 

Her dress, too, was almost unchanged. 
The same description of soft, white mus- 
lin, a little more gauzy than what she wore 
at Bergfelder, only the black ribbons were 
gone, and others, of a bright but delicate 
blue, fluttered in their stead. Von Stein- 
hausen did not think the sight of her 
would have sent so keen a thrill of pleas- 
ure and of pain through his heart. So he 
had found her again, only to find her lost 
to him ! He fixed his eyes upon her un- 
observed, and studied with intense interest 
the expression of her face. It was more 
pensive than before — almost sad, but 
very gentle ; and the sweet, clear, truthful 
eyes, what a yearning depth in their liquid 
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blue! She had paused, and stood with 
her partner opposite Steinhausen, when 
Hauptmann Ghering came up, and, bend- 
ing close, whispered some familiarly con- 
fidential communication, at which she 
looked up with a sudden bright smile, 
and nodded as though they perfectly un- 
derstood each other. This was more than 
Steinhausen could stand, and, the tired 
musicians ceasing their strains, he fol- 
lowed the dancers, who began to stream 
into the next room, and even into the 
entrance-hall ; but his eyes, in spite 
of himself, still singled out the attrac- 
tive figure with unspeakable envy. Had 
he found her free, still to be won, he 
would probably have been considerably 
less moved by her presence. Other mo- 
tives might have held him back from 
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grasping what he now so passionately de- 
sired. That quiet, commonplace Haupt- 
mann ! on him he would like to wreak 
his vengeance. He it was who had 
robbed him of a possible heaven ; for, 
with the ingenuity common to such a 
frame of mind, he now decided that Lies 
had only been " engaged," and reluctantly 
engaged, when he had met her more than 
four years before. If this detestable cous- 
in had not stood in the way, what might 
not have happened ? 

Steinhausen left out of the reckoning 
his subsequent occupation, the not unnat- 
ural fading ol his first impression, and 
consequent slackness in following up the 
pursuit ; but now — now that she was out 
of his reach — he felt ready to break every 
law that kept her from him. In this 



194 MAID, WIFEy OR WIDOW f 

mood he found himself — by the gi-adual 
dispersion of the dancers as they formed 
fresh engagements, and returned to the 
large salon — beside a group who were 
talking gayly in the doorway leading into 
the dining-room. It consisted of the Bur- 
gomeisterin, resplendent in deep red satin 
and rich white lace ; the detestable Haupt- 
mannGhering; Lies herself ; and another, 
a rather pretty, dark-eyed little woman, in 
black velvet. They did not at first notice 
Major von Steinhausen, till Lies, who was 
speaking with some animation, and play- 
ing with her fan, dropped it. Steinhausen 
restored it to her with a deep bow, which 
she returned, meeting his eyes fully. A 
startled, eager, questioning expression 
came into hers, then she looked down, 
the color rising in her cheek as she 
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twisted the silk cord of her fan ner- 
vously round her fingers. Steinhausen, 
with a thrill of exultation, observed that, 
although she did not actually recognize 
him, his likeness to his former self moved 
her visibly. 

** Major von Steinhausen," said the 
Frau Burgomeisterin, "pray allow me to 
make Herr Hauptmann Ghering, my 
cousin, known to you. Frau Ghering, — 
Fraulein Ghering," continued the portly, 
radiant dame, with a comprehensive wave 
of the hand towards both ladies, who 
courtesied at the same moment ; but Lies, 
with a bright smile and momentary grace- 
ful hesitation, held out her hand. 

"Then you are indeed the Rittmeister 
von Steinhausen I knew in my old home." 

" How, Lies ? " asked the husband. 
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"Oh, mein Heber Otto! Have I not 
told thee of our Prussian invaders, and 
how rude I was ? " 

" Ja, gewiss ! but now we all fight under 
one banner. So ! I am honored to make 
your acquaintance, Herr Major, and hope 
you are quite recovered from the effect 
of your wound. The Herr Doctor has 
been telling me you fell in a benevolent 
effort to save a wounded Saxon officer 
before Sedan." 

'* You are very good," returned Stein- 
hausen, whose attention was absorbed by 
a quick glance from his former antagonist, 
a glance which spoke an amount of recog- 
nition for the aid given to a Saxon which 
did not help to steady the recipient's pulse. 
**I was not very successful in my attempt.*' 

The gentlemen continued the conversa- 
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tion for a few minutes, the Hauptmann 
expressing his regret that the loss of his 
right arm at Koniggratz had disabled 
him for further service, and compelled 
him to turn his sword into a ploughshare. 
'' Still," he added, " a quiet home and 
country pursuits are not bad substitutes 
for a more stirring life; eh. Lies?" — 
looking at her — a look which she met 
with a bright answering smile and nod. 
*' Far preferable," she said. " You know 
what I think of war." 

"May I be permitted?" said a gray, 
but slight and active " Oberst Forstcr," 
coming up at that moment, and offering 
his arm to the little dark-eyed lady, who 
accepted it and walked away with him. 
The sound of a well-known waltz now 
came from the salon. "Ah," cried the 
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Hauptmann, *' I promised to try this valfie 
with a little Bachfischchen, who said she 
did not mind a one-armed partner." So 
saying, he walked away, and Steinhausen 
was once more virtually alone with the 
object of his interest. 

'' A Bachfischchen," he repeated, follow- 
ing the current of his thoughts ; " and 
how — where — is your bright little sister 
Clarchen ? " 

" Clarchen," said Lies : '* She is married 
— married three months ago, to a very 
solemn Professor of History, at Leipsic, 
much older than herself, and what an 
ordinary observer would think peculiarly 
unsuited to her ; but they are, and will be, 
I believe, the happiest couple possible." 

** And you ? " exclaimed Steinhausen, 
gazing at her with an indescribable mix 
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ture of pain and pleasure. " How has it 
been with you all these long years since 
you turned from me so abruptly that 
autumn evening in the salon at Villa 
Bellevue ? " 

She slofhed and looked down. ** Our 
life has been somewhat checkered," she 
replied, softly. ** My dear father's plan 
for raising water and turning his property 
into a fruitful land proved a sad, costly 
failure. We were obliged to leave our 
sweet home — " She stopped abruptly. 

*'I know that," said Steinhausen. **You 
were all gone when I revisited Bergfelder, 
and it seemed like looking on the face of 
the dead to be there and not to find you ! " 

" You revisited Bergfelder ! " she ex- 
claimed, raising her eyes to his in much 
surprise. ** How, when ? " 



200 MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW? 

** About eighteen months after the 
happy days I spent there," returned Stein- 
hausen. *' Does it surprise you that I 
returned ? " 

" Yes ! " she said, after a moment's 
pause. ** It does surprise me very much." 

" Did you then think — " 

** I had soon so much that was painful 
to engross me, that I ceased to anticipate 
any thing so pleasant as a visit from you, 
Herr Major," interrupted Lies. 

She spoke in a tone of conventional 
politeness. 

**And where do the Herr Vater and 
Lieb Mutter now reside ? " resumed Stein- 
hausen. 

'* In Leipsic," she replied, with a slight 
unconscious sigh. 

** How they must miss you ! " exclaimed 
Stcinhausen. 
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" Miss me," repeated his companion ; 
** oh, yes! but then — " 

** Bitte, mein Herr," interrupted the 
Burgomeister. " Bitte, lead this fair lady 
to supper, the tables are set," and the 
worthy man hastened on. 

" Permit me," said Steinhausen, offering 
his arm. " I did not anticipate so great a 
pleasure when I carelessly accepted the 
good doctor s permission to partake of this 
festivity ; I began to think that my evil 
fortune would never again permit my eyes 
to be gladdened by the sight of you, and 
it is a joy to meet you — you must know 
that." 

Lies laughed. " I am happy to bestow 
pleasure so cheaply." 

" Ay ! but to receive it may be costly," 
said Steinhausen, in a low tone. To this 
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she made no reply, and they entered the 
principal salon, now, after the German 
fashion, thickly studded with little tables, 
round which merry parties, from three to 
seven, or even ten in number, congre- 
gated. Each table was carried in ready 
decked, and then furnished with several 
bottles of wine, while the busy waiters 
glided about laden with divers good things 
— great pike, adorned with artistically 
sculptured cucumber, and pickled mush- 
rooms swimming in richest mayonnaise, 
on long, slender Meissen dishes ; saddles 
of venison ready carved in slices, and 
cunningly laid together ; fowls white as 
snow, or richly, deeply, beautifully brown. 
Salads of every description ; huge turkeys 
served hot, with cranberry sauce ; cakes 
in the endless profusion and variety pecu- ' 
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liar to Germany; and if the humble 
**Wurst" of every- day life obtruded itself 
among the more recherche viands, it only 
completed the cosmopolite character of 
the feast. 

** I had no idea an obscure town like 
Bernstadt could turn out so fine a display," 
said Steinhausen, who had contrived to 
secure a table suited to a tete-a-tete supper, 
and was attending assiduously to the wants 
of his companion. ** Let me fill your glass 
— this is excellent Rhenish — to our 
speedy and complete fusion ! To a united 
Germany ! Eh, meine Gnadige ? I think 
Saxony is well disposed to rest under the 
shadow of the Black Eagle." 

** You think so ? " she said, in at one of 
dissent, yet not refusing to clink her glass 
against his. *'That is your deep-rooted 
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conceit. You account for all shades of 
national feeling in the way least offensive 
to your self-love. Hanover shows herself 
a sullen irreconcilable — that is but a nar- 
row fanaticism, which blinds her to the 
advantages of union with her powerful 
neighbor. Saxony, enduring her anguish 
in the silence of pride, is supposed to hug 
her chains. Ah, Major von Steinhausen, 
long years will elapse before the forced 
fusion you exult in becomes real brother- 
hood." 

*' So your ideas are still the same ! " he 
exclaimed. *' Would to heaven you were 
unchanged in every way ! But Prussia is 
right to seize what she desires at the 
first favorable moment. Hesitation, delay, 
might have blighted her hopes, destroyed 
her prospects, as they have done mine. 
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You cannot affect to misunderstand me!" 
he added, as he caught a look of astonish- 
ment in her eyes. 

"You are a little enigmatical, I must 
say," she replied, as a fat little man in uni- 
form came, almost at a run, across the 
room to clink his glass against Stein- 
hausen's. 

" So glad to have you amongst us again, 
lieber Herr Major. Six weeks ago I never 
thought you would leave the Lazaret, ex- 
cept feet foremost." 

" Thanks to your good care, my friend." 

Then more people came to clink glasses, 
and Steinhausen had to rush to one or two 
distant tables to perform a similar cere- 
mony, and a break in his conversation with 
Lies was unavoidable. 

This custom of health-drinking lends 
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much animation to a German supper, and 
effcGtually breaks down the barriers of sol- 
emn state manners. There is a kindly 
simplicity and heartiness in it, albeit it 
leads to some confusion. To skim lig-htly 
over a highly-polished parquet, with a 
bumper of Rhenish in one's hand, skilfully 
to avoid collision with numerous individ- 
uals bound on similar errands and proceed- 
ing with equal velocity, and finally to come 
up successfully alongside the right table, 
without depositing yourself, body and 
wane, in the lap of some largely-developed 
dowager intent on a plateful of savory 
meat, or on the neck of some tender Frau- 
lein, as she bends her frizzled, curled, 
plaited head over the motto of a bon-bon, 
requires an amount of ability and practice 
not easily acquired. But the frequent en- 
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counters, full tilt, which do occur, only add 
to the hearty vivacit)^ of the scene. Per- 
haps this spirit of enjoyment, perhaps a 
sudden return to more generous food and 
drink than he had lately been accustomed 
to, combined with the mixture of bitterness 
and delight which arose from his meeting 
with Lies in her new condition, all helped 
to excite in Steinhausen a reckless deter- 
mination to enjoy this possibly last chance 
of free intercourse with his lost love, and, 
coicte qtHil coiite, to express his feelings to 
her before they separated. Something in 
her manner and bearing gave him an unde- 
fined sense of encouragement. His scarce- 
veiled admiration was not repulsed with 
the cold dignity he would have expected 
from Lies as a wife. She was certainly 
glad to see him, and even her contradic- 
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tions and contentions were more playful 
and indulgent than formerly. Why had 
she allowed herself to be drawn or forced 
into marriage with a fellow in every way 
inferior to her ? Why had he (Steinhausen) 
not sought her out more perseveringly ? 
Life had evidently gone hard with the 
kindly family of Bergfelder since those 
sunny autumn days of four years back, and 
hence perhaps this accursed marriage. At 
this point he drove away, with an effort, 
these whirling, intersecting circles of 
thought, and hastened back to his partner. 
'* There!" he cried, ** I think I have 
touched glasses with all my Bernstadt 
acquaintances, and I may repose myself. 
What ! no more wine ? This is first-rate 
Johannisbergcr. Well, if you have 
supped, come upstairs ; there is a beauti- 
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ful moonlight view from a balcony next 
the card-room." 

'*Are you prudent to risk cold while 
you are still a convalescent ? " she asked. 

" No," returned Steinhausen, with an 
expressive glance, " no cold will touch me 
to-night. But you" — he caught up a 
large fur-lined mantle as they passed a 
stand full of helmets and military cloaks* — 
**you have not the same safeguard; and 
at least for another blessed hour you are 
my care." 

Lies made no reply, and they reached 
the balcony in silence. Steinhausen care- 
fully wrapped the cloak he carried round 
the slight figure of his companion, and 
they stood a moment contemplating the 
scene. The garden and lower portion of 
the town sloped somewhat steeply down 
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from the Burgomeister's residence, the 
snow-laden, frozen trees nearest glittering 
in the gleams of light from the brig-htly 
illuminated house ; then came the irregu- 
lar, pointed snowy roofs, and beyond, the 
great quiet hills, sleeping in the silvery 
beams poured upon them from the now 
sinking moon. 

** It is lovely ! " said Lies, softly. 

" When last we looked on a fair scene, 
together," began Steinhausen, quickly, ** I 
was doubtful, anxious, but not hopeless ! 
Why were you so unsympathetic, so un- 
communicative ; a word of explanation 
might have saved me much suffering. 
Now a real barrier exists between us! I 
suppose an insurmountable one." 

** Yes," said she, and had Steinhausen 
been less disturbed he might have observed 
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that the "yes" was more interrogative 
than affirmative, '* then you must respect; 
the barrier." It was the nearest approach 
to a rebuke she had uttered, and before he 
could reply she went on : " It is not pru- 
dent for either of us to remain here ; pray 
come downstairs again." She re-entered 
the card-room, and as Steinhausen assisted 
her to take off the cloak he noticed that 
she had turned very pale and her hands 
trembled. 

*' You have taken cold," he exclaimed, 
*' I should not have asked you to go out 
there." 

'' It is nothing, Herr Major — a momen- 
tary chill." 

*'Ha! meine gute Freunden," cried 
the Burgomeister, a little breathless from 
mounting the stairs, ** I have been looking 
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for you everywhere. Herr Major, you 
have your horses here, nicht wahr? We 
have just been arranging a sleighing party 
for to-morrow — to Falkenberg ; Herr Ad- 
jutant Stromer will be the leader — you 
will join us, will you not ? " 

'* With pleasure, gewiss! I do not care 
what Kiesburg — what the doctor says." 

** Ach, Gott ! He comes too ! He says 
it is all right. We assemble at noon, here 
in the market-place, and" — to Lies, as 
he rubbed his hands exultingly — "the 
Hauptmann has consented to stay over 
another day." So saying, he bustled away 
to complete his arrangements. 

'* You will be my companion, will you 
not ? " asked Steinhausen, eagerly. 

** I — I fear I cannot," said Lies, hesi- 
tatingly. *' The party was spoken of 
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before supper, and I promised the Adju- 
tant to accompany him, only Otto did 
not think he could remain — but I sup- 
pose Gretchen wishes to go." A slight 
sigh, which Steinhausen interpreted hastily 
to mean that Gretchen, the little dark- 
eyed, doll-like cousin's wishes were para- 
mount to hers. What a scoundrel, to 
have such a pearl, such a priceless jewel, 
and not to prize her beyond all else ! 

" Oh ! I suppose he thought you did 
not care about sleighing," suggested 
Steinhausen, his heart beating at the pos- 
sibilities suggested by this indifference. 

" Oh ! he knows I like it — better than 
almost any thing else." 
' '* Can you not manage to throw over 
Stromer, or — will you leave it to me ? " 

*' I think the engagement had much 
better stand." 
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" Lies — forgive me, I cannot call j^ou 
by any other name — you are unspeaka- 
bly cruel. In a week or two I must rejoin 
my regiment ; I may never look upon your 
sweet face again ; right or wrong, grant 
me this hour of happiness — come in my 
sleigh." 

" It would be wiser and better I should 
not," she returned in a low tone, and 
Steinhausen felt her arm tremble in his ; 
" and you, you must not, ought not to 
forget the barrier of which you spoke. 
They paused in the doorway to exchange 
these words, and the band just then began 
the delightful ** Soldaten Lieder Valse." 

Steinhausen's keen eye caught the fig- 
ure of the detested Hauptmann leanifig 
over a chair on which the pretty little 
cousin was sitting, his eyes, bearing, at- • 
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« 
* 

titude, all expressive of the warmest, 
tenderest feeling — he glanced at his 
companion, and saw that she, too, ob- 
served it. ** Gott in Himmel ! " thought 
Steinhausen, with all the eager fire of 
his nature, ** is there no way of severing 
these tangled cords?" but he only said, 
as the magic of the music extinguished his 
small remaining stock of prudence, " At 
least grant a last request, the worst crimi- 
nals are not refused that; one turn — a 
first, and perhaps a last, tour de valse!' 

Lies made no reply, but as he put his 
arm round her she raised her hand to his 
shoulder, and they whirled away, regard- 
less of doctors, barriers, and all other con- 
siderations, floating to the delicious music ! 
A sudden bump brought Steinhausen's 
thoughts at least down to earth, or rather 
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the parquet. It was the Hauptmann and 
his favorite cousin, who were looking- into 
each other's eyes, and unmistakably happy. 
They sailed on indifferent to the collision, 
but, in the sudden effort to hold up his 
partner, Steinhausen felt the quick beat of 
her heart against his own, as no doubt the 
sight of such evident faithlessness must 
have cut her to the soul. " No, do not 
stop yet ; once more round," as she made 
a slight motion as if to stop ; and he con- 
tinued in low, deep tones, " If forbidden 
any thing beyond, at least accept friend- 
ship the most devoted. I see and under- 
stand all ; and remember, if I can in any 
way lighten your sorrows, you may com- 
mand my life." He pressed her passion- 
ately to his heart. 

" Major von Steinhausen, this is too 
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much," she returned, stopping resolutely. 
** You disturb and distress me. You 
should not forget the obligations of which 
you have yourself spoken. I scarcely 
understand you. Promise never to speak 
in such a strain again. And so good- 
night, I am weary, very weary." There 
was a sound as of tears in the voice as 
she vanished from him. 

** What an accursed fool I was to startle 
her," was Steinhausen's reflection as he 
looked after her. " I must make matters 
straight to-morrow. I must win her friend- 
ship ; better half a loaf than no bread." 

*' Ah ! Steinhausen, dancing ? That's 
wrong, and against orders, mein Lieber. 
I have half a mind to forbid the sleighing 
party to-morrow." 

** Have a whole one, Herr Doctor ; it 
matters not to me." 
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" What ! In open rebellion ? Why, 
you must be fit for active service." 

" The party to-morrow will be * pracht- 
voll/ ** said a civilian standing near. 

" Yes," replied Adjutant Stromer, " six- 
teen or seventeen sleighs. Herr Haupt- 
mann Ghering has consented to postpone 
his return home in order to join us." 

** I thought his pretty wife would bring 
him round to her wishes/* said the Doctor, 
laughing. " Well, it is hard to say * no * 
to a creature like that." 

" How little they guess the truth," 
thought Steinhausen, with the bitterness 
of superior knowledge, as he wrapped 
himself in his cloak before venturing into 
the frosty air. ** Now to dispose of 
Stromer and secure to-morrow at least." 
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CHAPTER IL 

•" I "HE morning after the Burgomeister's 
•^ fete fulfilled the promise of the pre- 
vious night. 

Bright, still, and wonderfully clear, a 
perfect winter's day, as though bespoken 
for a sleighing party, and nearly all Bern- 
stadt turned out to see the start. 

The market-place looked quite crowded 
by the array of sleighs and their gayly 
caparisoned horses, and the various owners, 
who were generally the drivers also, were 
going busily to and fro from their equi- 
pages to the entrance-hall of the Burgo- 
meister s house, where the ladies had 
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assembled, arranging their " parties," and 
assisting to take out the furs and wraps 
■with which each was plentifully provided, 
llie snow-laden, peaked roofs, projecting 
windows, quaint carved pinnacles and 
vanes, which make the street scenery of 
old German towns so charming, sparkled 
in the noon-day sun ; rosy-faced old 
women, warmly clad in woollen garments, 
looked placidly on as they sat, sipping 
smoking coffee, surrounded by their stock, 
red apples, golden oranges, and great pale 
green cabbages piled up in pleasant 
masses of color, earthenware, felt slippers, 
fowls, still in their soft gray and brown 
plumage, glittering tin pans and kettles, 
and the endless sundries which must 
charm all strange housekeepers in Ger- 
many ; potatoes, bright-colored wools for 



MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW f 221 

knitting, toys* gingerbread, baskets, and 
boots, made in the centre of the space a 
variegated array, and in the interval be- 
tween the booths and the footway the line 
of sleighs almost encircled the market- 
place. 

Nearly all had assembled when Stein- 
hausen drove up. He had contrived 
almost to cover a hired sledge with costly 
furs, while his servant had seen to the 
decoration of the horse, a favorite with 
master and man ; a large powerful animal, 
black as night, and fiery as his owner, 
Steinhausen had not been able to make 
any move towards robbing Stromer of his 
destined partner, but he hoped by some 
impromptu stratagem to accomplish his 
end at the moment of starting. He there- 
fore paused to reconnoitre before entering 
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the house, on the steps of which he recog- 
nized Herr Hauptmann Ghering in close 
and animated conversation ^yith . the 
Burgomeister. As he made his way to 
where the lady of the house stood, various 
exclamations reached his ear, — *'Ach, 
Gott ! it is too bad, too vexatious." — - 
** Such an ausgezeichneter Fiihrer " (admir- 
able leader). — " Who will replace him? " 

— " Oh, the Herr Burgomeister himself." 

— '* He is just as good as Stromer." 
**What misfortune has happened,' mein 

Herr Burgomeister?" asked Steinhausen, 
shaking hands with the worthy magistrate. 
** Why, the adjutant, von Stromer, is 
suddenly called to meet the Commandant 
at Konigstein, this evening, and has already 
started, so we are deprived of our leader. 
I wanted Herr Hauptmann, here — oh! 
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he's gone ! — to take his place ; but he 
refuses." 

** We could not wish a better chief than 
yourself, Herr Burgomelster — " 

*' Come, come ! " exclaimed the Frau 
Burgomelsterin to her husband, " we are 
losing time. Take thou the lead, lleber 
Gerhardt, and let us go. Here, Lies, Lies ! 
Here is a cavalier for you. Major von 
Stelnhausen, meine cousine has lost hers 
by this sudden summons to the Adjutant. 
Go, m'elne Llebling, the Herr Major will 
take good care of you, and you can show 
him the way." 

Need it be said with what avidity Steln- 
hausen pounced upon this golden chance ? 
The stars in their courses fought for him 
at last, he thought, as with a studiously 
grave, composed air he offered his arm to 
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Lies, who had been hidden by the wide 
expanse of the Burgomeisterin's figure. 
She looked pale and slightly confused, but 
infinitely pretty, in a warm winter costume 
of gray cloth and dark-brown fur, and a 
cap of the same, over which a blue head 
"Tiich " (knitted woollen scarf) was loosely 
thrown to shield the ears from cold and 
frost-bite. 

She hesitated and drew back at his ap- 
proach. 

" Perhaps, Herr Major, you have already 
made some other engagement. I can go 
with — " 

" It is our duty at once to obey,** he in- 
terrupted, with much decision, and, draw- 
ing her arm within his own, he led her 
away to his sleigh almost a prisoner, so 
tightly did he hold her hand against his 
side. 



MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW? 225 

Von Steinhausen's movement appeared 
to put an end to the hesitation ; the com- 
pany began rapidly to arrange themselves 
in their sleighs, and the Burgomeister un- 
dertook the duties of leader. 

When all were seated he gave the word, 
** Vorwarts," and they started in the order 
prescribed by the rules of sleighing par- 
ties. First came the six "Einspanner" 
(one-horse vehicles) of the unmarried 
gentlemen, each accompanied by the lady 
he had invited ; next a large sleigh with 
four horses, conveying the band ; then 
eight or nine ** Zweispanners " (two-horse 
sleighs), each holding four, and driven by 
married gentlemen, closed the procession. 
Behind each rode a servant, enveloped in 
furs, on a saddle-like seat, his feet resting 
on a narrow ledge beneath the body of the 
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carriage. Away they went, the horses 
tossing their heads as if proud of their 
bells, their gay trappings, and the many- 
colored tufts of hair that hung from the 
arch above their heads. The sleigh bells 
rang merrily, the drivers cracked their long 
whips, the band clashed out a quick march, 
the metal ornaments of the carriages glit- 
tered in the sunshine, the little boys 
shouted with delight, as the whole cortege 
swept rapidly down a narrow street past 
the Lazaret, and away over a narrow steep 
bridge that spanned the river on which the 
town was built, now fast locked in the 
frost*s icy grasp, into the open country, 
away past cottages, their windows thickly 
framed with green pine boughs to keep 
out the winter blast, past farmyards with 
their central dirt-heaps congealed, frosted 
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over, and sparkling in the light, past great 
wide reaches of pure, smooth, dazzling 
snow, past rare human figures, like walk- 
ing bundles of clothes, who stopped and 
stared after the gay company. Away still, 
leaving all trace of houses and life behind ; 
always ascending, sometimes so steeply, 
that the fresh, eager horses were obliged 
to go slowly. The goal was a mountain 
village which lay at the foot of a huge 
conical hill, or rather mass of rock, 
crowned by some beautiful ruins. 

Falkenburg was renowned as an object 
for both summer and winter parties, and 
especially for sleighing " Geselleschaft." 
Nearly all the drivers were familiar with 
the way; but to Steinhausen it was quite 
new. He was therefore obliged to keep 
his horse well in hand, to that animal's 
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great disgust, manifested by bounds and 
prancings which fully exercised his driver s 
skill and strength of wrist. 

Steinhausen had wrapped and packed 
up his companion in the luxurious furs of 
his sleigh with the tenderest care, for 
which she thanked him with a glance and 
smile of unusual friendliness, and then an 
awkward silence fell upon them. 

"You are half frightened, I see," ex- 
claimed Steinhausen at last, looking down 
at Lies as she unconsciously shrank nearer 
to him during some of their steed's wilder 
performances. 

**No, scarcely frightened, a little un- 
comfortable, and I fear for you, so lately 
recovered. This tiresome horse is too 
much." 

** No, he is not," said Steinhausen, 
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shortly. ** But, meine Gnadige, you know 
the road — may I venture to give Mohr 
his head, and pass on to the front ? It is 
this holding-in that makes him trouble- 
some." 

** Yes," she returned, "I know the road 
well." 

With a dexterous hand Steinhausen 
shaved, perilously close, past the foremost 
sleigh, and then off they went like the 
wind, leaving the rest, who shouted re- 
proaches after them for breaking the line 
of march, far behind ; the black horse, re- 
lieved from the indignity of having to 
follow another, settled down into a steady 
rapid trot. 

*' That's all right," exclaimed Lies* 
charioteer. **Now we can talk in com- 
fort ; " but he exercised the privilege with 
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exceeding caution, determined not to 
startle his companion into being- on her 
guard. He inquired with deep interest for 
her brother, and listened with profound 
attention to her history of him ; then he 
led her on to speak of her new home at 
Leipsic, enjoying the ready freedom of her 
conversation now that they kept on in- 
different topics. She was evidently famil- 
iar with the country, and gave him many 
particulars of its history and traditions. 

At length, as Steinhausen was beginning 
to think they had had enough of indiffer- 
ent subjects, and that his fair companion 
was rather too much at her ease, the road, 
which had hitherto been constantly ascend- 
ing, approached the first rocky, pine- 
sprinkled hills that guarded the entrance 
to the valley and village which was the 
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object of the excursion, and began to de- 
scend the side of a picturesque gorge, at 
the bottom of which, in summer time, 
gurgled and chafed a little stream, now 
still and silent in the iron grasp of winter. 
The hills rose high at either side, studded 
vvith huge gray rocks which stood out in 
all kinds of fantastic shapes, loaded with 
snow on one side and bare on the other, 
as the wind had drifted ; the great solemn 
pine-trees looked dark and weird over the 
exquisite dazzling white which shrouded 
the earth ; the death-like, utter silence 
• was almost oppressive. They might have 
been the. first human visitors that had ever 
broken in upon the profound solitude, so 
far as appearance went. 

A sense of their complete isolation 
seemed to force itself upon Lies Ghering. 
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She turned once or twice to look back, 
and said, ** How far we have left the rest 
behind." 

** Yes ; they Avill not be up for this half- 
hour," returned Steinhausen, coolly. " But 
that is no matter. What curious rocks," 
pointing to a gray mass high above their 
heads and in front of them. 

** It is called the * Basket- woman,' " she 
replied, " and here on the left is the 
* Stein Bock.* See ! you can trace the 
head and horns quite well. The shapes of 
the rocks here are very curious." 

** Very curious, indeed," said Stein- 
hausen, looking about him. "They are 
strangely worn and cut." 

** Learned people say that a great lake 
or sea once filled up this valley and the 
country round, and these rocks are worn 
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and shaped by the action of tides and 
currents. I beheve Bohemia was once 
an inland sea, and we are close to the 
frontier." 

" Close to the borders ? " replied Stein- 
hausen, laughing, and cracking his whip. 
** It is a temptation to cross it, and bid our 
party a long farewell." And glancing at 
his companion, he laughed again at the 
expression, half-annoyance, half-fear, that 
crossed her face. 

**You believe me capable of any wicked- 
ness, I suppose," he continued. ** Do you 
not also believe that, whatever temptation 
may assail me, my first thought is and 
ever will be for you. You may trust in 
my deep regard for you." 

Lies was silent, and when she spoke 
again it was to direct him which of two 
rather faint tracks to take. 
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They had traversed the windings of the 
gorge, which now opened out in an oblong 
valley or basin, at one side of which was a 
small ** Dorf," the houses looking like white 
hillocks above the universal snowy mantle 
that lay thick and soft upon the earth. 

Over the village towered a sudden 
mighty mass of rock rising six or seven 
hundred feet, quite clear from all the other 
hills, and crowned by the graceful ruins of 
a ** Kloster." The sides were plentifully 
dotted with pines and gnarled fir-trees ; 
but here and thej-e great sheer surfaces of 
rock showed bare and uncouth with a sort 
of savage strength. Underneath, the road 
wound round past the first outlying better 
houses, through the narrow street, and 
finally, by Lies directions, they stopped at 
a larger and more pretentious ** Restaura- 
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tion " than could have been expected in so 
small a place. It was built on the side of 
the hill or rock, and was reached by a 
flight of steps. The view over the valley 
was very charming, and the principal room 
was quite surrounded by windows that 
commanded it. 

A respectable-looking woman was stand- 
ing at the door to receive them, while, 
within, a warm stove and long tables 
spread for coffee, with endless piles of 
cake, showed they were expected. 

Steinhausen threw tl\e reins to his 
groom, and assisted Lies to disentangle 
herself from her wraps and to alight ; then 
the horse and sleigh were led off to the 
stables, and they ascended the steps to 
the little terrace before the entrance to the 
'' Restauration." 
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Here Lies paused, and looking back 
along the road by which they had just 
come, said rather anxiously, " I can see no 
sign of them yet." 

" I thought I heard a faint sound of 
music," returned Steinhausen ; " they are 
not far off," he continued, and ventured to 
add, ** Are you afraid of Herr Hauptmann's 
displeasure at our demarch ? " 

** Not at all," she answered ; " he is far 
too much occupied with Gretchen to think 
of me." 

Greatly surprised at this admission, 
Steinhausen, looking into his companion's 
eyes, ventured to observe, '* This is to me 
incomprehensible ; to you it must, I fear, 
be very painful." He spoke feelingly, 
and with unusual diffidence for him. 

** No ! " she returned, with what he 
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thought a bitter smile ; '* on the contrary, 
it is in many ways a relief." 

Stelnhausen's heart beat exultingly at 
this extraordinary avowal, and yet an odd 
sort of disappointment marred his com- 
plete satisfaction. Lies was to him not 
only a charming woman, the touch of 
whose hand sent a subtle, delicious thrill 
through every vein, but an ideal woman 
too — and his first ideal ! For a moment 
he did not know how to reply. He feared 
to presume on her strange — he hoped 
peculiar — confidence in him. But her 
manner left him in doubt, and while he 
doubted, the first sleigh of the party they 
had left behind came round a turn of the 
road under the great rock and rapidly ap- 
proached. 

Stcinhausen uttered a strong expression 
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of disgust. " I did not think they were 
so close upon our heels," he said. 

Lies made no reply, but after an in- 
stant's silence, said, as she played some- 
what nervously with the scarf she had 
taken from her head, ** Tell me — as we 
have fallen into a confidential tone — why 
Frau von Steinhausen is not with you ? " 

'* Frau von Steinhausen!" he repeated, 
greatly puzzled. ** Who is she ? " 

** Your wife, of course," said Lies, open- 
ing her great blue eyes. 

** My wife! I have none — I never 
married. Who told you so ? " 

*' I thought — I understood you to say 
that — " 

*' You misunderstood or misconstrued 
any thing I could have said," he inter- 
rupted, eagerly. '' Ah, Lies ! distance, 
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time, various distractions may have 
dimmed the first vividness of the impres- 
sion you made upon me, but no oilier has 
ever interfered with it. Must I never tell 
you of the agony it is to feel that you are 
another's — another who does not value 
the jewel he possesses — " He stopped, 
for the long line of sleighs were all in 
sight, and the first almost at the place 
where they stood. 

Lies still gazed at him as if bewildered, 
then a sudden, bright, sweet smile lit up 
her face ; a quick blush flitted over her 
cheek, she looked down and had just be- 
gun to speak, " I think I begin to see how 
the mistake — " when the newly-arrived 
sleigh-driver shouted from beneath, — 

**You were not so far ahead after all, 
Herr Major, though you did break our 
rules so boldly." 
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" Better break rules than bones," re- 
turned Steinhausen, hastening down the 
steps to assist the lady who occupied the 
second seat in the sleigh to extricate her- 
self from her furs. She was a pretty, 
simple girl of seventeen, the Burgo- 
meister's daughter, and, as soon as she 
was liberated from her profuse wrappings, 
she ran up the steps to link her arm 
through that of Lies, and began chatter- 
ing at a rapid rate. The rest of the 
party now drove up in quick succession, 
and the large room of the Restauration 
was crowded with gay, laughing, noisy, 
talkative groups, which contrasted with 
the death-like silence and stillness which 
reigned without. Most of the gentlemen 
charioteers had delayed a few moments to 
see, themselves, to the accommodation 
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of their horses, but they soon joined the 
rest, and then coffee was brought, and the 
pleasant confusion of finding seats ensued. 
During this time Steinhausen carefully 
bestowed his attentions on every other 
lady except Lies, yet never lost sight of 
her. He saw that she talked with much 
animation to nearly all the ladies, and 
many of the gentlemen. He noticed a 
light in her eyes, a bloom on her cheek, 
that made her, in his opinion, quite 
lovely; and he attributed both to the 
excitement of wounded feeling. He saw, 
too, that brute of a husband of hers speak 
to her with an angry brow and a look that 
made Steinhausen long to tear him limb 
from limb. And how sweetly she smiled 
upon him in reply ! Steinhausen won- 
dered at her. It would be wiser to show 
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more spirit. So, internally chafing, he 
sat down with the rest to take his coffee. 

Now the ladies, according to German 
sleighing custom, attended sedulously to 
the wants of their chilled cavaliers, whose 
hands, numbed with cold, despite the thick 
fur-covered driving-gloves, could scarce, 
at first, hold a plate or pick out the slices 
of rich cake which were handed round. 

Opposite Steinhausen sat Hauptmann 
Ghering, and the former could hardly 
bring himself to answer the good-hu- 
mored, common-place remarks addressed 
to him by his successful rival, as he 
noticed the assiduity with which that 
audacious little dark-eyed cousin waited 
upon him, sweetened his coffee, heaped 
cake upon his plate, and absolutely leaned 
her hand upon his shoulder. It was too 
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barefaced! But his attention was agree- 
ably diverted. He was delightfully sur- 
prised by the quiet care bestowed upon 
him by Lies. In after-days he reflected 
with surprise on the pieces of cake he 
devoured and the cups of coffee he 
called for on that memorable occasion. 
It was so heavenly to have the cake 
handed over his shoulder by Lies' small 
firm hand, and, turning to thank her, to 
find her sweet eyes and lips so near, and 
yet, alas! so far. Why was she so dis- 
tractingly kind ? Was it really meant for 
him, or defiance of his opposite neighbor ? 
If the latter, it was unwise to rouse suis- 
picion at that stage of affairs. Indeed, 
Steinhausen was beginning to wish he 
was away in the solitude of his own 
room, that he might think over some 
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wild plans that would suggest themselves 
to his imagination. Matters were evi- 
dently becoming desperate between the 
Hauptmann and his injured wife, and — 
Well, divorce is not such a tremendous 
affair in Germany, especially when a hus- 
band has no objection, though he was not 
so engrossed by his pretty attendant as 
not to cast angry glances at Steinhausen 
occasionally towards the end of the repast. 
At last, as the vigor of the onslaught 
somewhat relaxed, the kindly Burgomeis- 
ter, standing up in his place, called aloud 
that they would have no more of daylight 
than would permit them to view the ruins 
— at least, such of them as were disposed 
to undertake the steep and slippery ascent. 
" Let those who will follow me hold up 
their hands." Two-thirds of the party 
obeyed. 
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** Come, come ! " cried the Doctor to 
Steinhausen, " this is too much ! Dancing 
last night, driving this morning, climbing 
this afternoon ! I positively cannot allow 
my patient such license. Stay here by 
the * Ofen ' quietly and rest, while we 
make the ascent. I have a journal in my 
pocket, very much at your service, and 
perhaps — " 

" My good friend," interrupted Stein- 
hausen, resolutely, " I feel strong enough 
to set you at defiance, and I am deter- 
mined to see the ruins. There is no use 
in talking to me ; " and, missing Lies as he 
turned round, he went hastily into a small 
outer room or entrance-hall, where, rather 
to his surprise, he found the object of his 
search in close conversation with Burch- 
ardt. They appeared to be enjoying a 
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good joke, for Burchardt was laughing 
loudly, and Lies' mirth, though less noisy, 
was to the full as hearty. 

Both stopped on perceiving the Major, 
and, on his asking what amused them. 
Lies was silent, and Burchardt replied that 
he (Steinhausen) should know all about 
it before the day was over. 

The party were soon ready for the 
ascent, and with many slidings, slippings, 
and not a few falls, with jest and laughter, 
and much good-humored chaff, they 
climbed the steep hillside — Burchardt 
making himself excessively obnoxious by 
keeping at the side of Frau Ghering, and 
talking in the most heedless way of that ' 
husband of hers — a topic evidently unwel- 
come to the unhappy wife. At length, as 
they approached a stiffer part of the as- 
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cent, Burchardt suddenly found the exer- 
tion too much for him, and turned back to 
join the older and more indolent members 
of the company who had staid behind. 

This move, however, did little towards 
favoring the tete-a-tete which Steinhausen 
sought. Lies kept perseveringly with the 
rest of the party, and he had to console 
himself by walking as near her as pos- 
sible, and assisting her in the various 
difficulties of the path. 

At length the summit was reached, and 
the company dispersed to examine the 
ruins. The small space at the top of the 
lofty rock had once been completely cov- 
ered by buildings of rare beauty, to judge 
by the remains — graceful arches, long, 
pointed, slender windows, the delicate 
tracery still unbroken ; fluted columns, and 
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ribbed cloisters, the openings at one side 
showing a sheer descent some hundreds of 
feet to a thick pine wood, enclosing a 
small lake, all thickly covered with the 
purest snow, and sparkling in the sun- 
shine, already showing a red evening 
tinge. 

Here Steinhausen found himself at last 
almost alone with Lies, and his first ques- 
tion was, " What were you and Burchardt 
laughing at so heartily ? " 

" Oh, only at a mistake one of the party 
had made — the Rittmeister will tell you 
about it, much better than I could. How 
lovely these ruins are, and even more 
beautiful in winter than in summer, when 
I first saw them." 

" In summer ! " repeated Steinhausen, 
unable to resist the painful attraction of 
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one subject. "Then, may I ask — when 
— when your unfortunate marriage took 
place ? " 

** Indeed you may not ! " she repHed, 
quickly. " This is a topic on which I can- 
not bear to speak." 

'' I beg your pardon for forcing it on 
you," he returned ; " but one day you will 
tell me all, you will treat me with the con- 
fidence my deepest, tenderest sympathy 
deserves." 

'* Major von Steinhausen knows there is 
a barrier " — she began, in low tones, 
with averted head. 

'* I do," he answered; "but need it be 
insuperable ? " 

" Let me tell you about these ruins," 
she interrupted, hastily. " You know the 
' Kloster ' was built by Celestine monks, 
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whom the Emperor Charles the Fourth 
brought from Avignon. The architect — " 

" Lies," said Hauptmann Ghering, com- 
ing up behind them, " I wish you would 
come to Gretchen, she is faint and unwell ; 
I am certain she has caught a chill; do 
come." 

" This is the most barefaced conduct I 
ever witnessed," thought Steinhausen, gaz- 
ing after them with profound amazement, 
as Lies, without a word of apology, turned 
at once and accompanied the Hauptmann 
in the direction from which he had come. 
'* I did not think Lies would have sub- 
mitted so tamely ; she does not seem afraid 
of the fellow either. There is something 
about it all I cannot understand," and he 
walked slowly on alone, not by any means 
taking the deep interest in the beautiful 
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ruins which he ought to have done. Fall- 
ing in presently with the Burgomeister, 
they had an agricultural conversation about 
the resources of the district, the amount 
of wheat per acre produced, &c., till the 
worthy leader of the expedition gave the 
word of command to descend. 

Steinhausen took his stand on a piece of 
rock, and saw the company file past, the 
fair invalid hanging on the Hauptmann's 
arm, who supported her steps with the ut- 
most care and tenderness ; Lies followed, 
the Burgomeister's daughter hanging on 
her arm — to this pair Steinhausen accord- 
ingly joined himself. 

The descent was considerably more diffi- 
cult than the climbing up, and Steinhausen 
found he had enough to do to help two 
ladies. 
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" Herr Major, can you not confide one 
of these ladies to my care ? " cried a young 
** Gut's Besitzer," who had turned back to 
meet them, ** you have too much and I too 
little to do. Erlauben Sie mir, gnadiges 
Fraulein," and he offered his arm to the 
younger girl, who immediately accepted it, 
and went merrily on. 

Steinhausen then drew Lies' arm through 
his own, and they proceeded for some way 
in silence. At last he asked, '* When will 
you explain to me the mysteries with 
which you seem to be surrounded. Why 
should you be called upon to attend to that 
— that girl, to whom your husband is so 
shamelessly devoted ? — tell me ! " 

" Major von Steinhausen," she inter- 
rupted in a low, unsteady voice, " I must 
beg of you not to question me now ; have 



MAID, WIFEy OR WIDOW? 253 

patience, and to-morrow you shall have a 
full explanation — a written explanation of 
all that puzzles you. This is due to the — 
the interest you express and seem to feel." 

*' Seem ! " cried Steinhausen. *' Can you 
think it seeming ? " 

"I — I believe il is real," she returned, 
and Steinhausen fancied he felt a slight 
pressure on his arm to which he warmly 
responded; but all he said was "Thank 
you." 

The remainder of the descent was ac- 
complished almost in silence, but with an 
amount of tender care on the part of her 
companion very intelligible to Lies. 

At length they reached the little " Res- 
tauration," where the sleighs were already 
drawn up. 

" Burgomeister," said Steinhausen, mak- 
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ing his way to that authoritative individual, 
who was issuing emphatic oiders, "permit 
me to lead the procession. My horse is 
so restless that it is safer for all parties if 
I start first." 

'* Good, mein Herr Major. Who is your 
partner ? " 

*' Frau Ghering, Herr Burgomeister." 

'* Ah ! the Hauptmann insists on escort- 
ing his wife back, as she is not so well — 
fainted among the ruins, or some such 
thing. Why not return as you came, with 
Fraulein Ghering ? — a very charming com- 
panion." 

** Frau Ghering — Fraulein Ghering ! " 
repeated Steinhausen, like a man in a 
dream. **Ach, Himmel ! what do you 
mean ? I drove Frau Ghering here to- 
day." 
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" By no means," returned the jovial 
magistrate. '* You escorted Herr Haupt- 
mann's cousin. I thought you were old 
acquaintances." 

" Acquaintances or not," exclaimed 
Steinhausen, quivering with the new light 
breaking upon him, " I wish to drive the 
same lady as I brought down." 

" Good," returned the Burgomeister. 
" There she stands. If you wish to be 
first, go." 

He pointed to Lies, who stood near the 
door, with downcast eyes, and coloring to 
the roots of her hair. Steinhausen strode 
across the room, and, taking from her the 
wraps with which she was encumbered, 
silently offered her his arm, silently led 
her to the sleigh, silently wrapped her up 
with the same assiduous care, and, taking 
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his place beside her, drove off rapidly. 
Still in silence till the " Restauration " and 
its guests were left at some distance, then, 
handing the reins to his groom, who was 
perched behind, he exclaimed in an earnest 
and somewhat indignant voice, — 

**What is this cruel trick you have 
played upon me ? Give me your promised 
explanation now." 

" Indeed, indeed, Herr Major, I have 
played no trick upon you," cried Lies, who 
was still very pale. *' We have both been 
self-deceived. I did not understand that 
you thought I was my cousin's wife till a 
couple of hours ago, when we were wait- 
ing for the rest of our party, and your 
allusion last night to the ' barrier * which 
you knew existed between us, made me 
think you were yourself married. It was 
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awkward immediately to explain. I thought 
it would be better — less — less terrible to 
write. Pray forgive — " 

** Meine Geliebte," interrupted Stein- 
hausen, trying to find her hand among the 
furs in which she was wrapped, ** the 
knowledge that you are free is too delicious 
to leave room for any thing but delight. 
I breathe, I hope again ; tell me — tell me 
how all this tissue of mistakes arose." He 
had found the hand, which, after a mo- 
ment's hesitation, was gently withdrawn. 

'*When the Frau Burgomeisterin pre- 
sented you to us last night, you must have 
taken Gretchen for Fraulein and myself 
for Frau Ghering, and nothing occurred to 
correct the error. My own conduct must 
have confirmed you in your mistake." 

'* I see it all," cried Steinhausen ; '* but 
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go on, explain every thing, the old mystery 
which so puzzled me at Bergfelder." 

" Ah ! that is a long story," replied his 
companion, the color coming back to her 
cheeks, and a sweet conscious smile to her 
lip, as she proceeded to relate the history, 
interrupted by pertinent questions from 
Steinhausen, which drew out minuter de- 
tails. 

Lies, it appeared, had a sister a few 
years older than herself, to whom she had 
been fondly attached, and whom she closely 
resembled. This sister was early married 
to her cousin, the Hauptmann Ghering — 
a very happy but short-lived union. At 
the end of two years the young wife was 
carried off by fever, leaving an infant 
daughter first to afflict and then to comfo) t 
the bereaved father. 
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About a year and a half after the death 
of her sister, Lies was greatly surprised by 
a proposal from her cousin that she should 
be that sister's successor, and mother to 
the little niece she cherished so fondly. 
In Germany such a proposition had in it 
nothing revolting, and although Lies at 
first, from a personal disinclination, re- 
jected her brother-in-law's offer, she was 
over-persuaded, especially by her mother, 
to accept it, stipulating only that the en- 
gagement (almost as serious an affair in 
Germany as a marriage) should not be 
formally announced until the second year 
of her brother-in-law's widowhood had 
elapsed. 

Before that period a strong conviction 
had grown upon her that she could not 
and ought not to complete the sacrifice 
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urged upon her by her family. At length, 
by a tremendous effort of moral courage, 
she brought herself to explain her diffi- 
culties to the Hauptmann himself. A 
most painful struggle ensued, for the un- 
happy widower was more in love with her 
than she believed, and angry beyond de- 
scription at his disappointment. 

The war of '66 broke out at this juncture 
of the family history, and Lies had first to 
endure the great trial of parting on un- 
friendly terms from her cousin, for whom 
she had a sincere sisterly regard, and then 
the further grief, when he lay severely 
wounded after Koniggratz, of his refusal 
to permit her to go and nurse him, or to 
come to Villa Bellevue, that the whole 
family might care for and tend him. 

In this depressed mood, saddened and 
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sobered by the disappointment she had 
caused to every one, she was roused to a 
little of her old playfulness by Clarchen's 
report of the curiosity respecting herself 
expressed by the Prussian Rittmeister when 
looking at her photograph, and which the 
little " Bachfischchen " accidentally over- 
heard. 

Lies determined that the intruder should 
not be gratified, and gave the servants 
strict injunctions to that effect. Accident, 
and her father and mother's warm sympa- 
thy with the rejected Hauptmann, assisted 
her game, which the unexpected fire and 
earnestness of her Prussian admirer made 
more earnest than she had anticipated. 
Having once mystified him, she was 
ashamed to explain, and his evident sin- 
cerity half alarmed, half interested her. 
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So much she could not help acknowledg-- 
ing. 

Many anxieties and serious losses fol- 
lowed the disappearance of the Prussian 
troops, and amid this general gloom her 
only gleam of comfort was the announce- 
ment of her cousin and brother-in-law's 
engagement to a pretty Silesian girl, a 
relative of the Burgomeister, well con- 
nected and well dowered, and the conse- 
quent restoration of the frank friendliness 
which used to exist between them. Herr 
Hauptmann Ghering had been about a 
year married, and this was Lies* first visit 
to her kinsman in his new home. 

All this, and many more particulars, 
answers to Steinhausen*s questions and 
minor explanations, occupied almost all 
the drive back. They were already over 
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the bridge when Lies* voice sank into 
silence. 

" Tell me," asked Steinhausen, who had 
again taken the reins, ** did you ever think 
without indignation of the audacious 
enemy who dared to speak to you of love 
on scarce twenty-four hours' acquaintance ? 
I confess the memory of it appalls myself. 
Yet, meine Liebe, Hebe Lies ! it was a 
true instinct, which urged me to grasp the 
jewel that seemed within my reach. Have 
you forgiven me yet ? " 

" Ah, yes ! " said Lies, and there was a 
sound of tears in her voice. " You were 
abrupt, and — and perhaps audacious ; but 
I think you weue more in earnest than I 
then believed." 

" And I am as earnest now as then. I 
am no longer a foe. Prussian, and Saxon, 
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and Bavarian — we have fought side by 
side ; we have suffered and conquered to- 
gether. You have surely learned to look 
on me as a countryman ; take me for some- 
thing closer and dearer still." 

"But after all, Herr Major," she re- 
turned in a very tremulous tone, " we 
know very little of each other. Would it 
not be wiser — " 

** Gott in Himmel ! " cried Steinhausen, 
" is there no voice in your heart to plead 
for me ; no answering instinct to draw you 
to me as I have been fascinated by you ? 
I ask you for life and home and happiness, 
and I ask to bestow the same on you." 

These words brought them to the Bur- 
gomeister's house, and Steinhausen, with- 
out waiting for a reply, assisted his com- 
panion to alight, and felt with a triumphant 
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sensation that she was trembling percep- 
tibly. Leaving his sleigh to the groom's 
care, he followed Lies across the hall to 
a well warmed and lighted room leading 
to the salon. 

** I wait your answer," he said, earnestly. 
"Are you so indifferent — so averse to 
me?" 

" I have tried so hard not to think of 
you," said Lies, softly, a very sweet smile 
stealing round her lips, "but — I almost 
fear — to say — " 

" Yes ! " cried Steinhausen, rapturously. 
"Why hesitate, why torment me any 
longer ! " Then drawing her to him, " I 
claim a double privilege, as your bride- 
groom, and your sleighing partner," he 
said, and folded her in a long, passionate 
embrace, kissing tenderly the tearful eyes 
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raised to his, the gentle yielding to his 
caresses speaking consent more eloquently 
than any words. 

" One request, my sweetest bride ! " ex- 
claimed Steinhausen ; " you must not re- 
fuse, for it is my first. In a month I must 
again be with my regiment : let us not part 
as betrothed, but as husband and wife ; 
you are noble enough to rise superior to 
trifling considerations. Let us go to the 
good father and mother — they will be my 
friends, I am sure — and then, dearest, no 
senseless delays. These are trying times, 
and I shall feel strong for whatever hap- 
pens, when I know I leave behind a wife, 
with all a wife's rights and claims — do you 
consent to this ? " 

** I think you are very kind and good," 
returned Lies, divining his object, and 
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pressing his arm with shy tenderness. " I 
understand you, I believe. Let us be 
guided by what my parents decide." 

But the brief moment of quiet was over. 
The cracking of whips, the sound of the 
sleigh bells, the shrill shouting of boys 
and the glare of torches, announced the 
arrival of the Burgomeister's party, and 
Steinhausen went out to meet them, while 
Lies stole away to her room. 

"Ah! Herr Major, you have lost the best 
part, our torchlight return," cried the Bur- 
gomeister and the Hauptmann together. 

" Lost ! " cried Steinhausen, joyously, 
as he embraced the Hauptmann, much to 
that gentleman's surprise, " I have won, my 
good cousin ! won all that I wanted ! " 

THE END 
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